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PREFATORY NOTE. 



The following Volume contains my own translations of 
most of the passages given as Exercises in the " Exercita- 
tiones Iambicce" together with several other pieces, not yet 
published. 

The Work is unaspiring in its nature, and chiefly intend- 
ed for private circulation ; nor do I doubt that severe criticism 
will detect many faults ; but when I state that nearly all the 
pieces were composed at a time during which scholastic duties 
occupied me closely more than twelve hours a-day, these 
may perhaps be viewed with a more indulgent eye. 

I do not seek for either fame or profit by the publication, 
but simply to encourage by example the youth of Scotland 
in the study of Greek Composition. If the Work pro- 
mote that end, its writer will be more than content. 



Salisbury House, 
January 1, 1852. 
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LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. 

Canto V. — Beginning — 

Call it not vain ! They do not err 

. Who say, that, when the Poet dies, 
Mute Nature mourns her worshipper, 

And celebrates his obsequies ; 
Who say, tall cliff, and cavern lone, 
For the departed Bard make moan ; 
That mountains weep in crystal rill ; 
That flowers in tears of balm distil ; 
Through his loved groves that breezes sigh, 
.And oaks in deeper groan reply. 
And rivers teach their rushing wave 
To murmur dirges round his grave. 
Not that, in sooth, o'er mortal urn 
Those things inanimate can mourn : 
But that the stream, the wood, the gale, 
Is vocal with the plaintive wail 
Of those, who, else forgotten long, 
Lived in the Poet's faithful song, 
And with the Poet's parting breath, 
Whose memory feels a second death. 
The maid's pale shade, who wails her lot, 
That love, true love, should be forgot, 
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LAY OF THE LAST MINSTEEL. 

Translated into Greek Iambics. 

<J>utf/£ fih avrJi, firi r6d f sv xevoTg \6yotg 
S'stfdat v6fiify 9 hvtipSgy <7r\riyeT<f a%s/, 
ruv vtv tfsZovrav xdgra tfoirirwv ov av 
Sdmrog sXfi, xXavroTfftv h xngitifLatft 
rif/,$ rtgertovrug 9 avrga d 9 b^rfkai r' axga/ 
tyyvovM rbv Savovra y. uHfaurwg d' ogog 
getyoig exatfrov dgyvgofg Mgsrar 
avdq $ avirjff v)ds svcadsTg ovoug* 
irvoa,) ds pvW 1 i^TjXa tfe/outfa/ mtfuv 
pwvjjv /3agg/ai/ s%eysigov<fiv hgbw. 
Uora/uol ds xrjdog iyyvg altftfovrig rd<pou 
Oixrgbv tfoiovvrat. Tavrd y* i<s& g^u^' oftcag 
ug ovx a\7}9wg Ksvdlpotg tyv)nt yootg* 
avdgtov be fiaXXov, fivrivotv poTgav tfaga 
f*vri[Li)\i doibbg fisXstftv hripoig paxgStv 
re/vag, ror avrs dvtfxXee? \fjdji nukiv 
§a,v&v $fM%s 9 rZivhi d\)^(p(avii\f ySoig 
voptfy gtttiga x&vs/iovg bgbag r axgovg. 
roiyug (fr'svovtit Kagd'evotv oixr^ot,) txiai 
So*)v eguffrw Xrjtfrtv, svwd&v /3druv 
dgotitf) godw n %uf&f/,iys? rev^og Pga^u 
rb rov SuvovTog azZofAzvcu. xXa/ovra 8$ 
<7rav<A>\sdgov favrdtifiar a/^/iriruv xX'sog, 
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From rose and hawthorn shakes the tear 
Upon the gentle minstrel's hier. 
The phantom-knight, his glory fled, 
Mourns o'er the field he heaped with dead : 
Mounts the wild blast that sweeps amain, 
And shrieks along the battle-plain ! 
The chief, whose antique crownlet long 
Still sparkled in the feudal song, 
Now, from the mountain's misty throne, 
Sees in the thanedom once his own, 
His ashes undistinguished lie, 
His place, his power, his memory die. 
His groans the lonely caverns fill, 
His tears of rage impel the rill : — 
All mourn the minstrel's harp unstrung, 
Their name unknown, their praise unsung. 
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wrou tfor avbgag pomy %i<pw xgaru 
avqgtdfiovg sxo-^av, 6%eiag fiorjg 
ogfijj /S/a/a tfvsvparwv (pogovfMva 
tfifjbvXvitfi crgd/ov. Toiyagovv onaovuv 
fAoXffaTg sxovruv croXXcfc roTg tf&Xai %govo/g 
avaxrsg amd'evreg, sx X6<pwv ravvv 
etfrursg axgcov, rrjg nagog MZflg, iva 
rb KgStfQsv avroi tfavrsXjj fiovag%iav 

rd<pov [ih avrwv dvtirsxpagrov ovx'ert 
<frj/M 9 ovdsv exdsixvvtiiv, o7%srai d' a/j,a 
a/Avvi<rrov ovofia xal S^vwv ruv <it%h tf'sGag. 
av§ &v tirwayfiovg civrga y* avrqyjT fiaosTg 
xai gg/^f' a<pog/ia ddxgua. n&£ rig ovv y's rot 
avwvu/uov xado^ov s^da/^cav rvyriv 
"kvgacg exan rbv vsx^bv ntixgug (frsvsi. 
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LAY OF THE LAST MINSTBEL. 
Canto VI. 

Breathes there a man, with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said, 

This is my own, my Native Land ? 
Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned, 
As home his footsteps he hath turned, 

From wand' ring on a foreign strand ? 
If such there breathe, go ! mark him well ! 
For him no minstrel raptures swell : 
High though his titles, proud his name, 
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim : 
Despite those titles, power and pelf, 
The wretch, concentred all in self, 
Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 
And, doubly dying, shall go down, 
To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 
Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung ! 
Caledonia ! stern and wild, 
Meet nurse for a poetic child ! 
Land of brown heath and shaggy wood, 
Land of the mountain and the flood — 
Land of my Sires ! what mortal hand 
Can e'er untie the filial band, 
That knits me to thy rugged strand % 
Still, as I view each well known scene, 
Think what is now, and what hath been, 
Seems as, to me, of all bereft, • 
Sole friends thy streams and woods were left ; 
And thus I love them better still 
Even in extremity of ill. 
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LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. 

Translated into Greek Iambics. 

r Af i)g rotfov^ &vws rig avQg<n<x6g y i<pv % 
wtfr* svrdg ai/roD firi Xoy/fyadai 'Tors, 
W H3' Jtfr/ fioi yri vdrgigy — og %'evrig ano 
nodxg nXavqrag votirifMf) rgewuv odti 
fifaors vgbg oJxov sxrsd'sgfiavrat xsag ; 
xsivov y sxapi, rovr 8ffi<fra,<r\ ouvsxa 
obbiig Xvgav doidbg hrifiov xgixst. 
6 yd& nakaiaTg yavgiuv rt/ucuffi <iti% 
ffwgovg r dfiergovg xpiftaruv xsxTTjfi'svog 
ovofid r dyavbv, ovrog, /W, oficag j&ovov 
tfinvaag rd y at/rou, Zjuv psv alhoiov xXeovg 
afioigog gtfra/, di^rv^ov d' aZfag ^avuv 
Sdvarov xdxiffra ffifoerat, pdXtara ds 
s% fjg rdXag Tgpuxg, ffvftpvgrog xovei, 
cutirig dx\av<frou x&Xvgou Kgogrev^erat. 
'AXX' w KaXsdovtg ovtia xdgr 1 dvqfisgog, 
dsWo/v* bow gei$puv re, xai KvxvoTg vavuv 
figvovtia (puXkotg, xd^hrijiiog dygiag 
avdetftv sgsixqg, otfcfov el xara^/a 
rgetpsiv dotduv xXstvbv evXvgwv ysvog. 
w yr; vargya, rig fis r^aysictg ybowg 
TTJg (frig dvvarr 1 a\ pXrdrqg iratiwv <iro\v, 
a<pikx\)<scu iror ; ddXitog ds ya^drm 
vrdvrw egrif&og, i]vix av rd y* ovra, vvv 
d9gw xctXoTdt roTg ffdgotde <rvvrtdu t 
XotKovg xark^av ovda/iug doxu> pfkoug 
kXtiv ffuv vctftuv gsidgwv re* roiyaoovv irtfxsu 
xaxwv crag^xttv xai irgbg stf^arov reXog, 
syuye xtTva fiaXkov Ix ^u/MroD £>/Xw. 
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PASSAGE FROM THE "BRIDE OF ABYDOS." 

Canto II. Stanza 27. 

By Helle's stream there is a voice of wail ! 
And woman's eye is wet — man's cheek is pale ; 
Zuleika ! last of Giaffir's race, 

Thy destined lord is come too late — 
He sees not — ne'er shall see thy face ! 

Can he not hear 
The loud Wul-wulleh warn his distant ear ? 
Thy handmaids weeping at the gate, 
The Koran-chanters of the hymn of fate, 
The silent slaves with folded arms that wait, 
Sighs in the Hall and shrieks upon the gale, 

Tell him thy tale ! 
Thou didst not view thy Selim fall ! 

That fearful moment when he left the cave 
Thy heart grew chill : 
He was thy hope — thy joy — thy love — thine all ! 
And that last thought on him thou could' st not save 
Sufficed to kill ! 
Burst forth in one wild cry and all was still ! 
Peace to thy broken heart and virgin grave ! 
Ah ! happy, but of life to lose the worst ! 
That grief, though deep, though fatal, was thy first ! 
Thrice happy ! ne'er to feel nor fear the force 
Of absence, shame, pride, hate, revenge, remorse ! 
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PASSAGE FROM THE "BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 

Translated in imitation of the Chorus in the 
Agamemnon of JEschylus. — Line 960. 

'O^sug <xsg/<rrgi/g/ 

Zyfifitywv rogbg yoog 

yrigvuv Wig §d\a<r<fav "EXX^g" 

xXavfia xogwv, %\oefov d'eog cltfrsrat avdgw. 

sgvog w r<x,<ps/giov 

'SovXi'/.q ftovov, <fs d ovv 

oxi^eoff v<rrsgog tJtcuv 

<fbg o^srai ye vu/jupiog* <fa<prj 

pa/vet rd rou tforfiw yoog 

(fwv xoguv, hgbv d* emg 

ffayxgarfj Xsyov rv%7iv 9 

dovX/a d' d<pwia. 

Xd&v /3o£ <rr6voig (fTeyat r • 
dXXd SjjX/^ou dtyaydg 
6ov \ddga y W s%6doig dQv/uou 
j^g/g povta VgXstf • ol^o/nsvag ds 6uv avrfi 
vgoaxowouff 9 ap sXnidag 
xa) rd trdvra y 9 1% piag 
xa^bia (fsdiv n^g 
bia^gayttd eiravtfar iig as/. 
u rgiCfidxaiqa Kaffivog 
xarQavoutfa, /3iov xaxuv 
aha ftsv tfg rrgtora b' ig- 
i7V Zxti ftSgtf) faa-xtl 

Oduvojv b 9 dyvojg xsa% b%v baxvovaw 
abfyg r IX&fyt y\ oig xaxia r 
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And oh ! that pang where more than madness lies 
The worm that will not sleep and never dies ! 
Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly night, 
That dreads the darkness and ygt loathes the light, 
That winds around and sears the quivering heart ! 
Ah ! wherefore not consume it and depart ? 
Woe to thee, rash and unrelenting chief ! 
Vainly thou heap'st the dust upon thy head, 
Vainly the sackcloth o'er thy limbs dost spread ; 
By that same hand Abdallah — Selim bled ! 
Now let it tear thy beard in idle grief : 
Thy pride of heart, thy bride for Osman's bed, 
She whom thy Sultan had but seen to wed, 
Thy daughter's dead ! 
Hope of thine age, thy twilight's lonely beam, ' 
The star hath set that shone on Helle's stream. 
What quenched its ray ?— The blood that thou hast shed !- 
Hark to the hurried question of Despair ! 
" Where is my child ?" — an echo answers — " Where ?" 
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utdutg rs figoroTtit pvrtvtr 

rou de irX'sov /Lavtag 

dyy/uatitv axa/tdroig 

tixwXrixog fjtiff avadiig dviuvrog, 

<pwg off qfi'egag <p%ing 

vvxra r s% 1tir\g xve<pat- 

av tiruyouti 9 dfLfyavot, 

xdv xsvoTtitv sx kovuv 

ov rskstifbgw pw/Jlv 

rjXtfitav vsuv d 9 dti. 

c5 \a% 9 dWd dol obx ofskog xovig stirs tidxog ff, og 

.dwrivetiiv u A£d7}v 
27}Xi{jb6v §' sksg tipayaTg. 

So/ d 9 ovx dfiu%Ji it&ywog dgnysr 
%vyarfy ydg tiot vvfbtprj j3atii\sug 
diroXwX 9 'OCfiwog avv/ipog* 
xaA ydg av avrtx 1 ib&v 
toTov 'ikoiro ydpov, 

rrjg tirjg &yct\fict pgsvhg ffgorifiwv ye. 
rig ds tfijv tfaga-vj/u^v 
yjjgoCotfxov, atirgov ug 
(purl yiifiarog xv'sfiag 
Sdktfov Ixirqsnest, 'xfiovhg 
%agA&a fright, rig iror olv 
stiQsti 9 ; ohy) ffbg <p6vog ; 
irov /lot, irov rexvov stirs ; hbtiiXirtg aru£6fiev6g rs 

pg'svag paka xgd£stg 9 
<rov d' ; dfisfeirat v&vog. 



N. B. — In imitation of DindorTs text, except that in the first line 
of the second antistrophe, I have substituted an anapaestic line to 
correspond with the strophe. E. R. H. 
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CHRISTIANITY CONSISTENT WITH THE LOVE 
OF FREEDOM. 

Robert Hall's Works, p. 153. 

An attention to the political aspect of the world is not 
now the fruit of an idle curiosity, or the amusement of a 
dissipated and frivolous mind, but is awakened and kept 
alive by occurrences as various as they are extraordinary. 
There are times when the moral world seems to stand still ; 
there are others when it seems impelled towards its goal 
with an accelerated force. The present is a period more in- 
teresting, perhaps, than any which has been known in the 
whole flight of time. The scenes of Providence thicken upon 
us so fast, and are shifted with so strange a rapidity, as if 
the great drama of the world were drawing to a close. 
Events have taken pjace of late, and revolutions have been 
effected, which, had they been foretold a very few years ago, 
would have been viewed as visionary and extravagant ; and 
their influence is yet far from being spent. Europe never 
presented such a spectacle before, and it is worthy of being 
contemplated with the profoundest attention by all its in- 
habitants. The empire of darkness and despotism has 
been smitten with a stroke which has sounded through the 
universe. When we see whole kingdoms, after reposing 
for centuries on the lap of their rulers, start from their 
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CHRISTIANITY CONSISTENT WITH THE LOVE 
OF FREEDOM. 

Turned into Greek Prose. 

"H&j fih <itsgi rd sv dvOowvoig iroXmxd ov tfKovddfyvffiv 0/ xsvZtg 
no'kvwgayiLovovvrtg ovds 0/ M *ovr\oii{, rs xai pXvagia diwxovrsg 
qdovdc, dWd xai dnavrag dvaxtvovvra biarsksT rd ovrat tfoixiXa rs 
xai vtftgpva ysvofisva. itfriv org irgoxoirrovrsg lici rb xakhv 01 avfywnot 
wavst&ai boxovtfiv stfri ds Irs vrgotfu fiidfadai irgbg rb rs^fia Sdrrovi 
dgo/iy dXkd rw TJdrj wapkdovrtav ygovtav ovdsvi ory ov fiaWov olofiai 
dsTv ffgo<ri%Biv rj rip vvv opoiwg ydg aWeg otv si rb ruv dv&twirivm 
d^afia rskog %lys, rayiug f&sv dvvdysrai sig rifidg rb tragd rov $gou, 
vvsofvug h\ wg ftsP ogprjg dWotovrai. xai firjv rd d^riotg ysvofisva 
xai rd Ijdri vewrsga, u svrbg ov croXXoD ygovov ir^ovXs^dti, <jrdvv b^ 
arowa xai fftyrrd sdo%sv d\ ovds irt xai vvv Xg/Vgra/ rqg vgorov 
dvvdfxsug, 'AXXcfc ovd'sirors h ry wtfv ys x»° v V ®^ s **X S r ^ *%$ 
'Evgwirrig, rd bs vvv icati roTg hoixovm a%id Itri rbv vovv e<ri/u,s\s<rrara 
ffgoff's%iiv jj ydo rov tixorov xai rrjg bstintorsiag fiatiikiia ovrca ff<p6bga 
Irvitti wtfrg avrr\v r^v v\yja iratav yrjv xara<r%e?v. Kat rig ib&v fisv Uvrj 
5Xa rd sv xokwoig ruv xgarritfdvruv dva^Ufir^ra try dvairavbivra d<fi 
vitvov efyardfisva, avfywirovg bs sx rairsivZv bg&ovg ytyvo(iivovg, rovg bs 

rvgdvvsuovrag rg's/MOvrag^ rig oh dv ysvotro ntdvv dft'sXrjg, rig ovx dv 

B 
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slumber — the dignity of man rising up from depression, and 
tyrants trembling on their thrones, — who can remain entirely 
indifferent, or fail to turn his eye towards a theatre so 
august and extraordinary ? These are a kind of throes and 
struggles of nature to which it would be a sullenness to re- 
fuse our sympathy. Old foundations are breaking up ; new 
edifices are rearing. Institutions which have been long held 
in veneration as the most sublime refinements of human wis- 
dom and policy — which age hath cemented and confirmed 
— which power hath supported — which eloquence hath con- 
spired to embellish, and opulence to enrich — are fast fall- 
ing into decay. New prospects are opening on every side, 
of such amazing variety and extent, as to stretch farther 
than the eye of the most enlightened observer can reach. 

Some beneficial effects appear to have taken place al- 
ready, sufficient to nourish our most sanguine hope of bene- 
fits much more extensive. The mischief and folly of wars 
begin to be understood, and that mild and liberal system of 
policy adopted, which has ever indeed been the object of 
prayer to the humane and the devout, but has hitherto re- 
mained utterly unknown in the cabinets of princes. As the 
mind naturally yields to the impression of objects which it 
contemplates often, we need not wonder, if, amidst events so 
extraordinary, the human character itself should appear to 
be altering and improving apace. That fond attachment to 
ancient institutions, and blind submission to opinions already 
received, which has ever checked the growth of improvement, 
and drawn on the greatest benefactors of mankind danger or 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



19 

rgtyairo rovg o<pda\fAOug Kgbg rb ovru csfivbv xa) wrsgpusg ^'targov ; 
rig ds, fi^ ttskm l<it) rosavratg <pv<fsug bdvvatg xa) dywiatg tXtog 
cro/g/frda/, ovx av bgQwg vofiitytro axv^wicbg rig sftai ; 0/ fih iraKai Ss- 
fisXtoi s%avi<fravrai, via ds oixodofirj/u,ara avsysfgsrar a Be itd\ai ho^av 
syst ug ov woggtor'sgw ir^or{Kkv jj ruv dvfyuww <rofid rs xa) /3ov\fj, a rj 
irctXaiorrig 6vva^[i6caca gCgCa/wtfgv, a 01 bvvaro) avsoypv, a 0/ fih Xg- 
yovrsg XSyoig ex6<ffiri<fav 9 01 ds syovrsg TXour^, ntdvra raura vvv ra%sug 
agavi£srau rjdr) ds xotxiXwrsgd rs xa) svgvrsga sysvsro ij £<frs rbv 
(3s\ri<rra jSXgVovra tyix'etdai. 

'Awb rovrcav roivuv roiavrai ijdri e%e£r)<fav (LptXeiai ojtre rag ug |@g- 
Qasordrag ruv fisWovmv ekiridag avfcdvstv rqv rs ydg sx woX's^vv 
^XaGjjv xa) afgotfvvriv d^dfisvoi 0/ avfyuiroi afoQdvstQai ctfofal siffiv % 
faiur'egaig ratg fiovkatg xa) Wsvbsgibirdratg ^wvra/, ofl*gg ds) fih 
rfi^avro 0/ ^I'kdvQ^tairoi re xa) svtfsQsTg, 0/ ds ruv &g%6vrw cvfitovkoi 
ovdsTors sv ovbsv) sffosfitavro \6yy ovds fify, rd yap noXkdxig ^icugov- 
ftsva stxorcag rrjg ^v^g xadixvsTrai, Savfiaclrbit dsTnoisTv on sypvrw 
ovtoj msyrrZig ir%ayiJ*drm rd avfyutniva rj&r} psrdifratfiv XaftQdvovra 
faivsrai xa) Ik) rb /3'sXriov svridJdovra. rb yd% dyav vsg) agyata vo- 
fitfia tftfovddfyiv xa) rb dXoycog <ra?g irdXat d6%aig nrgotixsTsQai, onrs% d^ 
ds) fih (fotg Uskovdiv ififfod&v rjv fi^ ovx sv ^o^u^sTv roTg ds lit) rb 
wXsforov rovg dvOguffovg svsgysrqtfatfiv itfjjyaysv 5) xivbvvov 5j bXiyutfav, 
raura vvv /uksdiffrarai tig rb roXftrigwg rs xa) ddsug ifyrdfyiv. Aoxovtii 
ydg irdvrsg fiakXov btfoZcdai rs xa) sXsMsgos yiyvsdQar xa) nXuov fih 
avroTg yrrov hi srseotg sirsgsidovrat, (Asityv Be xa) 6vvnb6rsg avroTg d%iav 
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neglect* is giving way to a spirit of bold and fearless in- 
vestigation. Man seems to be becoming more erect and in- 
dependent. He leans more on himself, less on his fellow- 
creatures. He begins to feel a consciousness in a higher 
degree of personal dignity, and is less enamoured of arti- 
ficial distinctions. There is some hope of our beholding 
that simplicity and energy of character which marks his na- 
tural state, blended with, the humanity, the elegance, and the 
improvement of polished society. 
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r/>ct (pvdixfjv %rrov dia tgtarog i%pv<fi dta<pogag rag txtvaardg. s% u¥ 
shncig rig yiynrai tvyxtxgapgva idsTv roTg rt ftXoxdXotg xa\ ivydytii 
xa) acrtibtg ruv *Zv rtfxoig rSb ncatfi pbrtug awXa n xa) dgaitrqgia 
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HORACE, EPISTLES. 
B. I. Er. 14. 

Villice silvarum et mihi me reddentis agelli, 
Quem tu fastidis, habitatum quinque focis, et 
Quinque bonos solitum Variam dimittere patres ; 
Certemus, spinas animone ego fortius, an tu 
Evellas agro ; et melior sit Horatius, an res. 
Me quamvis Lamise pietas et cura moratur, 
Fratrem moBrentis, rapto de fratre dolentis 
Insolabiliter ; tamen istuc mens animusque 
Fert, et amat spatiis obstantia rumpere claustra. 
Rure ego viventem, tu dicis in urbe beatum : 
Cui placet alterius, sua nimirum est odio sors. 
Stultus uterque locum immeritum causatur inique ; 
In culpa est animus, qui se non efiugit unquam. 
Tu mediastinus tacita prece rura petebas ; 
Nunc urbem et ludos et balnea villicus optas : 
Me constare mihi scis, et discedere tristem, 
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HORACE, EPISTLES, B. I. Ep. 14. 

Translated into Greek Hexameters. 

Xugtdiou syrfoug, h$ ahi yiyvofi i/ustb, 
aWa tfu Svpbv atf^t, tf'evP }(frip<fiv hcsxov, 
nc'tvn hi xai war'tgag Bagiqg ayogqvds dtBSvrog — 
vw igidatvwfisv, <7r6reg oUv BJj xgg/frtfov axavOag 
§vpo£6§ovg ag syuy 9 wti% tfu yt rag a^b yaiqg 
exrfWetg- *x(>ri( foriv 'Og&rtog 5} xai agovga 
fi'eXrtov. aW ifi'e <xi% Aa/utou <fuv <xwbi<Si fiixrov, 
rsOvtiZr obbvytit dvtidroiffiv ade\<p6v 
xoirropivov, xai vvv p liXxst Qgevbg IfMgog a/Vug 
ngog <f janb fiaX&iduv fidXa 6$ fis/naura pegsffQcu. 
rh fJbsv lyta vaiovr dygovg, tfu Be xai rbv tv acru 
bT&iZpig* poTgav d' ir'egov, "tP, Ijv rig stfaivji, 
auric Ij)v (frvyssr aXX' wtf ddixoig Wiusto 
fiugoi a/uojfiqroug yfi^ag bvordfyfiev a/upa. 
afiri6g stiri vv §ufi6g 9 og ovx aXssivu s avr6v. 
ihyfuMng b's nor , &6rv v'spm, yja^aai W dygovg, 
vvv dygm Movgog esXdsat avQig dywvuv 
^jj/totf/wv, xai Xovstfdas gwoZtfi <rt)v o%\oig. 
xa'sroi o/ioiog ey& ahi xaxa baxgva Xg/C« 
avrbg fawg ev oJffd , bntbrav p asxovra tfSXtvds 
sXxf} rt trvysgbv xgeog* T H ovx &£ s/ioi p/Xa Svpfl 
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Quandocunque trahunt invisa negotia Romam. 
Non eadem miramur ; eo disconvenit inter 
Meque et te : nam, quae deserta et inhospita tesqua 
Credis, amoena vocat, mecum qui sentit, et odit, 
Quae tu pulchra putas : fornix tibi et uncta popina 
Incutiurit urbis desiderium, video ; et quod 
Angulus iste feret piper et tus ocius uva ; 
Nee yicina subest, vinum praebere, taberna, 
Quse possit tibi : nee meretrix tibicina, cujus 
Ad strepitum salias terras gravis : et tamen urges 
Jampridem non tacta ligonibus arva, bovemque 
Disjunctum curas, et strictis frondibus explcs : 
Addit opus pigro rivus, si decidit imber, 
Multa mole docendus aprico parcere prato. 
Nunc, age, quid nostrum concentum dividat, audi. 
Quern tenues decuere togse nitidique capilli, 
Quern scis immunem Cinarse placuisse rapaci, 
Quern bibulum liquidi media de luce Falerni, 
Coena brevis juvat, et prope riyum somnus in herba : 
Nee lusisse pudet, sed non incidere ludum. 
Non istic obliquo oculo mea commoda quisquam 
Limat ; non odio obscuro morsuque vencnat : 
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aXXa <xekei xai <foi 9 ottre pgov'estv dvo/Loia-; 
rig ydg 9 efioi Ida pgov'scav, ov% 9 otto, y egrjfia 
tioi boxsei b% vvv &%eiva r 9 sV^gar'av e**oi 9 
Stftfa be xa\d xa\e?g 9 fivddg avrixa %6.gr ovofivjvai ; 
yirov tfogvsiov xgeim re tie vuv nSQog hitruv 
bagbdffrw pgevag Jx' Agbriv, Sv'ewv rs vaXatuv 
xagrtuv r dWabairuv oub' v\xi6r olvog, o/'oD, 
rriXov suv xviZei 6\ ovS* e<fr auX*jrg/£ sratgr), 
fig uneo bivqtietg xeXabsivfo ntoadi (3eGairiv 
ov xovpoig xgorewv xflova* xai \<x rot aiev agovgav 
reu^edtv djMpi'sireig dbfi7jrriv 9 6yer\te 9 xai (3ouv 
xexfirjatra Xuetg xatvoTg puXXo/tf/ xo/ut^wv. 
xai ftfy ovx b\iyoug 9 or svfyfori Atbg of*Zgog 9 x 
. fi6y(Qo\ig n\ri£g ibv to) Sfoei rouro g'esfyov, 
bv6%egeg idyavdav xgaregafg dirb "Keipaxog o%j)atg. 
*A\\ 9 &ye vuv igs«, rivog elvex d*ir dXX^Xo//V 
vodft biedrrifiev y* $ 0* el/iar erjvbave Sv/ujjj 
\e<xr6rar euxodfioi rs x6fiai, ov xafaeg Abugov 
oux dtfeud* a£-ra£ xtvdgt} 9 $ r rjfian petty 
oTvov xai nrivovrt xari\yem ayyj godm 9 
ddfievu v\v umog hi Xei/Laxi noi7i'svri — 
rovb 9 e%et.ov icaitiavrd rig aibojg, dXX in xai vuv 
roiovruv sgouvr 9 obbeig oddoidiv sV dygwv 
ou3* spe ^qeTrai p&ovegoig, oub* eyfiog &br{Kov 
"tiysi hi xgabiji, fiaXXbv b* wr6rav fie fiaxeXKaig 
yrjv rdpvovQ bg6fi)<fe 9 yeXdddovdi xard Svpbv. 

1 Cf. Hom. B. v. 90. 
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Rident yicini glebas et saxa moventem. 
Cum servis urbana diaria rodere mavis ? 
Horum tu in numerum voto ruis ? Invidet usuni 
Lignorum et pecoris tibi calo argutus et horti. 
Optat epliippia bos piger ; optat arare caballus : 
Qiiam scit uterque, libens (censebo) exerceat artem. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



27 

7}\i9t\ ri fidXa dr\ 9 olov douXonfiv 6g/£s/ 

y"ki<%gil figujtia noXig, [lug ev^ojtisvog sgarifytg; 

aXX' aZ <toi (ivfkm pOovisi *ita*g svQdds dovXog 

xa) Xa^ctvwv, Xa/uwrguv re nvgw vvv oJd tfs SaXa-s/. 

lirieog agouv egarai, fiovg etxeXog s[ifiivai hritt^j 

rtv ds rig e/fo/»j rs%yriv, rqvd? egdoi sxatfrog. 
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THE AMERICAN FOREST GIRL. 

By Mrs Hemans. 

Wildly and mournfully the Indian drum 

On the deep hush of moonlight forests broke — 
" Sing us a death-song, for thine hour is come," — 

So the red warriors to their captive spoke. 
Still, and amidst those dusky forms alone, 

. A youth, a fair-haired youth of England stood 
Like a king's son ; though from his cheek had flown 

The mantling crimson of the Island blood, 
And his pressed lips looked marble. Fiercely bright 
And high around him blazed the fires of night, 
Rocking beneath the cedars to and fro, 
As the wind passed, and with a fitful glow 
Lighting the victim's face : but who could tell 
Of what within his secret heart befell, 
Known but to Heaven that hour % Perchance a thought 
Of his far home then so intensely wrought, 
That its full image, pictured to his eye 
On the dark ground of mortal agony, 
Rose clear as day ! and he might see the band 
Of his young sisters wand'ring hand in hand, 
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THE AMERICAN FOREST GIRL. 

Greek Iambics. 

2/yijv fth vkrig h f3aQv%vXov tfrfcotg 
fiyyss (fsXqvrig rigyvgufAevotg, figo/Aoi 
*lvdou Wdgatitfov rv/jwrdvov mvQqfLovtl, 
igvfyol d 9 agi<fr$Tg btafbiy fiik-^ai rdycc 
doag <Tragov<rr}{ §ava<fi/iovg qvduv yoovg' 1 
ovrog ds 9 wgotiidsft 'AyyXtxbg vsaviag, 
drdg drg'epa, (paiotg sv fi'etiotg HvdoTg fiovog, 
rjv hr{Kog ug fug /3a<fi\'sug m o[i(ng $ aga 
ai/iarog apjjxav ^uyysvoug vvgtbv ydvog 
vragrideg, &xg6v r efaye yji>&m xgvog. 
xaXkonim ft ivfa xav0a vvsvpdrw filet 
x'edgoig (pXoyciwrbv h (letiotg Cikag Tuga 
iXafivre vvxrsg 1 6%sug 9 ry r aQXiy 
tf'egi% tyovra Xgw/Aa irgotiiridti wXdvov. 
rig d' &XXog 9 it (&ri ltd** gmffrfjfiuv Stag, 
otf' Iv (ivxpTci xafiiag xii\y tots 
lx%\i<xri&\ ojog r ixpgdaou ; pgg<r/V d fa^g 
tfapwg rt rcug s<fuhv s^rixatifLevrtV, 
ygaprjg &ixqv rov, pgovrid oixsluv *kioi 

1 ^Esch. Agau. 1445. 2 Eurip. Phoen. 234. 
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Where the laburnums drooped ; or haply binding 

The jasmine up the door's low pillars winding ; 

Or, as day closed upon their gentle mirth, 

Gathering, with braided hair, around the hearth 

Where sat their mother ; and that mother's face 

Its grave sweet smile yet wearing in the place 

Where so it ever smiled ! Perchance the prayer 

Learned at her knee came back on his despair ; 

The blessing from her voice, the very tone 

Of her "Goodnight" might breathe from boyhood gone !— 

He started and looked up — thick cypress boughs, 

Full of strange sound, waved o'er him, darkly red 
In the broad, stormy firelight ; savage brows, 

With tall plumes crested and wild hues o'erspread, 
Girt him like feverish phantoms ; and pale stars 
Looked through the branches as through dungeon bars, 
Shedding no hope. He knew, he felt his doom — 
Oh ! what a tale to shadow with its gloom 
That happy hall in England ! Idle fear ! 
Would the winds tell it? Who might dream or hear 
The secret of the forest \ To the stake 

They bound him ; and that proud young soldier strove 
His father's spirit in his breast to wake, 

Trusting to die in silence ! He, the love 
Of many hearts ! — The fondly reared — the fair — 
Gladdening all eyes to see ! And fetter'd there 
He stood beside his death-pyre, and the brand 
Flamed up to light it in the chieftain's hand. 
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i£6<fx$r , sxxXrihTtfav bfyiaig dvaig* 
vsag d* dds\<pdg fypirkoxaTg xoivaTg %g£&/v 
dXw/*gva£ ra^' dvQivwv ^dfivcav Wo, 
3) xa^ Sugas eXtfyv ebgSoig rd% &v 
"hoi <fre<pov<fag, 3j %vv ftkiov 56tfg/, 
(ftfdves Svgaiag traidiag, jiqrgbg irgXas 
\bga7<Siv svbov htfriav opou tfBgt% 
xaQrivro: xai vrg6g y\ £<r<jreg sv ry tfgh Xi^V* 
tfe/tvaTg s\ev<f<f$v o/ifia paudgwnbv %«£«/£ 
rh fifjr^6g 9 s7re fivrjtfng, &v ibyjav figstyog 
abrhg *xa£ avrqg sfiah yovvtferiig, wa$v 
SdKkovtfd y' 9 i1$ ug rjdu Xttfap? Xtfyp 
rh x a ?£ ^dtr^g vvxrhg evXoyovad w 
tfgotfgftrgv dXX* afvo) yag dXXsrai x'sag' 
j3\'e<7ruv d 9 avuhv il<SQ$ dattTg xkddovg 
xwraguscivovg ^a/ir/y ifiirvsutirovg %evatg 
KvgtfSvg rs pXo£/v, aygiovg d 9 avdgag, \6<povg 
tiuovrag u-vJ/oD %$**& r qWoiupevovg 
ygafattit dsivafg, <pd<ffiaQ ug vStfcdv, xvxXy 
stfr&irag, aXX' oZv 01 xXddoi xXeiQgotg xuxoTg 
utfrgm g^o^av (fiyyog exxKfiaai y\vxv 9 
apa r skirib** &hs r^v tfsirgwfAevqv rdXag 
xdroihv altar &$ dxovtfavrsg pfkot 
0/ rSjXg vvv yaigwrig oXQiq rvxfl* 
olcuGi <rr)fiomT<fiv ov baxsTsv &v ; 
dXX' ot%/ ravr e<rr dgyd ; rig ydg av irori 
IkvyZiv rd xgvirrd rmfi av dyysfkai tfddri ; 
a£ civs/iog ; ag ovsigog % rtg o-^ig av ; 
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He thought upon his God. Hush ! hark ! a cry 
Breaks on the stern and dread solemnity — 
A step hath pierced the ring ! Who dares intrude 
On the dark hunters in their vengeful mood ? 
A girl — a young slight girl — a fawnlike child 
Of green savannahs and the leafy wild, 
Springing unmark'd till then, as some lone flower, 
Happy because the sunshine is its dower ; 
Yet one that knew how early tears are shed, 
For hers had mourned & playmate brother dead. 



She had sat gazing on the victim long, 
Until the pity of her soul grew strong ; 
And, by its passion's deepening fervour swayed, 
Even to the stake she rush'd, and gently laid 
His bright head on her bosom, and around 
His form her slender arms to shield it wound 
Like close Liannes ; then rais'd her glitt'ring eye 
And chasten d voice, that said — " He shall not die ! 
He shall not die !" — The gloomy forest thrill'd 

To that sweet sound. A sudden wonder fell 
On the fierce throng ; and heart and hand were still'd, 

Struck down as by the whisper of a spell. 
They gazed — their dark souls bowed before the maid, 
Her of the dancing step in wood and glade ! 
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rovd * ovv rbv offtfotg nraai KgotptX'stirarov, 
rbv swrg6<f6Mrov, rbv pi\o<fr6gyotg iraXcu 
rsdgafifisvov rgvpatov, dvdgtioig r6r aZ 
Targpov Iv tfrsgvo/tf/ tfnXksyovr* " Agy, 
fang avaudog itfyar 9 Itiydrm tfdQoi, 
tfraugo/fr/ tfgotrdfoavrsg cbvdgsg bgQ'mg 
2<frti<rav outoj ^amaipov v'sXag irvg&g. 
rip fth rd rou peKkovrog a/uvog iragrjv 
rd hslv\ 6 d' &%x m P a ^ v ** XH ^ *X m 
irvtfbv TagSjXdsv, v^vix I£a/pv9j£ (3ofj, 
*%vog ^ ofia^TTJ <fr'e<pavov ikirrihtf fiitfov, 
rd (fsfivd §ga<f<fov h%d* rig b* 'IvdoTg tfoda 
bgydg irgbg oj/idg rgaKOfi'svotg stfefup'sgu ; 
x,6gri y a£ga rig, vrgodtpsgiig vsC^p d'sfiag, 
rjrig vdirrig SaXXoutfa <jroiv\£o?g fiu^oTg, 
xadoiig sgfifioig av&og h rfaoig fi6vov 9 
iGXatfrev dyv&g tfdtfiv. aXX' fjdri vtxgov 
adeXpbv etfr'svafyv oZtid *iti§ vea 
fioTgav rd%og fiadovtfa bvtfrmvov /3/ou. 



Ksfori ydg otftfe <rp av'xgp Ssd/iart 
/36<txov(fot, bqgbv, oJxrov utfr' av^stv fj/syav 
irqhg <&avgbv bgyvig eyxgars? Ssgfirig ftia 

1 Eurip. Phcen. 798. 
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And, as her cheek flushed through its olive hue, 
As her black tresses to the night-wind flew, 
Something o'ermaster'd them from that young mien- 
Something of Heaven in silence felt and seen ; 
And seeming to their childlike faith a token 
That the Great Spirit by her voice had spoken. 



They loosed the bonds that held their captive's breath ; 
From his pale lips they took the cup of death ; 
They quenched the brand beneath the cypress-tree, 
" Away !" they cried, " young stranger, thou art free !" 
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fcg/wjro, xqira rov veavfov xdga 
xtiknotg xofiifyuf e<fx ir ' uXtvuv <7r>.oxj( m 
\iriir* gVagatf' opfia xa) <p66yym X/yuv, 
" ov xar&aveTrai," dsarogy vd^g /3o^, 
i^g/frg \afvrgug* rrivtxavra d' suOeug, 
tfpobgafg eyrwduv ug fiiatg vixwpevovg, 
Setup' ily* irdvrag, &«ri xa\ x*§ qtoXW 
xai xaghiav tiyih xdrevsTg Kvfcai x6gag. 
ovtoj de rqade naibbg eutiQovg \6yoig 
iduxav ug ydg XS®f i ' a r ^ ira^rfibag 
gCa-vf/g ffugtfbv, xal ntnatg avWra.ro 
Xairri fLeXatva vvxregasg, r&r' ippavug 
avroi/g %f}\arov n xapQoyyov xgdrog 
&d* l£gVX»j£gv, utfre pegopfoovg atfXjji 
T/tfrg/ rh $g/bv #vgfy*a y' aud5jtfa/, da^Ztg 
dtg %g$jtfav auro/g evroXdg xogqg did. 
0/ 3* a l xj&a'k&rw detftd Xvtfavrsg %gfofy 
&X&M rs ^g/X«v Sav&fi/iw tforrigiov 
afafrdtavrtg, vvgabv leZieav xXdhoig 
x\yxagt<i<s'mig wr\ " Z %sv" avbwng, " ravvv 
s%t<fr* dflrgXfo/V, airay\ gXgudggog jag tV 
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HORACE, EPISTLES. 
B. I. 2. 

Trojani belli scriptorem, maxime Lolli, 

Dum tu declamas Romse, Praeneste relegi ; 

Qui, quid sit pulchrum, quid turpe, quid utile, quid non, 

Planius ac melius Chrysippo et Crantore dicit. 

Cur ita crediderim, nisi quid te detinet, audi. 

Fabula, qua Paridis propter narratur amorem 

Grsecia Barbariaa lento collisa duello, 

Stultorum regum et populorum continet aestus. 

Antenor censet belli praecidere causam. 

Quod Paris, ut sahrus regnet yivatque beatus, 

Cogi posse negat. Nestor componere lites 

Inter Peliden festinat et inter Atriden : 

Hunc amor, ira quidem communiter urit utrumque. 

Quicquid delirant reges, plectuntur Achiyi : 

Seditione, dolis, scelere, atque libidine et ira, 

Hiacos intra muros peccatur et extra. 

Rursus, quid virtus et quid sapientia possit, 
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HORACE, EPISTLES. 

B. I. 2. 

Turned into Greek Iambics. 

Xaigcav ph, j)vix* u fieyrfre \6XXis 
jjffxsig <fu Pw/mj %vvdixe?v, rd Tgw/xA 
irakiv hirikdov wdvra Hgcuvs<rrrig saw 
ex tojvBb ydg fidQoig &v sfipav'strsgov 
rb fth xaXbv xal Xgfai/Aov rb, d 9 c/Zrs fiy, 
ri fdiyysrat Xgixftxtfog 5) Kgdvrug* rdd 9 oZv, 
rjv col yhv\rat puffin sp'Jrod<jjv> <pgd<fu* 
/iu6og ydg, Stftfeg *EXXdd 9 sjAftavug wng 
Tldgidog sgwrog j3ag£dgotg abd$ tfrgaroTg 
%v<fra<fav, bgydg /3atf/Xs«v tfxa/wv tfafwg 
Xauv rs deixvvtf* sfofara% fih dfyot 
stfrdfisvov evQbg tf6X$pov Avr^vwg tf^cttfa/, 
Tldgtg ds dtidw bXt'ty x^drsi *Ksgi 
ov lesifarcu. Ngtfrwg ds Tlfjiksidov xaxdg 
\\juiv Argsfdou r 9 sgidag, &v rbv fih <p\syei 
s^cag fidX\ dfifoT^f d 9 a*nrau %tfXo; tfixgSg, 
jSouXA; sics'iyu fi\o<pg6vojg 9 ttrgarbg ds wag 
didwfiv, &v amxrsg jjpagrov, dix^r 
ovrug ds x&%u <!ravra%fj Tgoiag r 9 etfu 
raCtdyjfSr 9 "doig av wdvra ydg %wyx s ? tv&Gtg, 
bgyk doXog iravovgyog, dxoXatfrog r* s^ong. 
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Utile proposuit nobis exemplar Ulyssem ; 
Qui, domitor Trojse, multorum providus urbes 
Et mores hominum inspexit ; latumque per aequor, 
Dum sibi, dum sociis reditum parat, aspera multa 
Pertulit, adversis rerum immersabilis undis. 
Sirenum voces et Circae pocula nosti, 
Quae si cum sociis stultus cupidusque bibisset, 
Sub domina meretrice fuisset turpis et excors, 
Vixisset canis immundus, Tel arnica luto sus. 
Nos numerus sumus, et fruges consumere nati, 
Sponsi Penelopae, nebulones, Alcinoique 
In cute curanda plus aequo operata juventus, 
Gui pulchrum fuit in medios dormire dies, et 
Ad strepitum citharae cessatum ducere curara. 
Ut jugulent homines, surgunt de nocte latrones : 
Ut te ipsum serves, non expergisceris 1 atqui 
Si noles sanus, curres hydropicus. 

Et, ni 
Fosces ante diem librum cum lumine, si non 
Intendes animum studiis et rebus honestis, 
Invidia vel amore vigil torquebere. Nam cur, 
Quae laedunt oculum, festinas demere ; si quid 
Est animum, differs curandi tempus in annum \ 
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ctXX' avfag aftrfo xaA ffofnv tpnimv pg'tva 
oToTa dgwtri, r&gy' 'Odv^^sug xaXov 
qpTv syga-^' 'O/trigog' otirog *IX/ou 
mXkat dapevros toXX' aXwpsvog irCksig 
dvdgaiv sQii r* stsTbs* xdv <fdX(f) raXag, 
vSffrov rtotfttov si dvvarro y* gWovi/i>, 
rv%aTg Zwiffrq dv6^6rfioig, dsi &' H/nug 
g'fJjXd' &6ga,\j<frog' %uv ds Ssitfwv ^gXij 
SgXxr*7g/wv, Kigxyg rs <pdgfia% qbovM 
aidypttv ysfiovra xai figoroiig vog <pv<fa 
gviragy fiiahovr' q xvvog, rdb* ovBa/uug 
/3Xa-\J/a/ vtv ola $'• o? 8s bgtofisv au xaxug 
ovx stfiev aXX' jj tX5j0O£, 0% paygft /AgXsi, 
fivridr^sg d^yol n»jvgX&rij£, xaAdgftara, 
rgupjjv iwrggpgy y* wtfsrgg 0/ /tgr' 'AXx/vou x 
n/iuvrsg, ugctg r* stg fisffti/xQ^ivdg utrvov 
rsftai piXovvrsg (pgovridccg rs xoipfoai 
\vgag LV» Ag' ou de/v6v 9 sj $6vou %dyv 
poirwti \fl(trctl vuxri, ffv ds rrjg <rqg LVe£ 
<fur7j^iag ov% Servo v owroCaXg/fc ; v6ti({> 
ir^h av fiiatidfig, <sh fidd' dtxrjdas (fQ'svog. 
XaCoO fiaQfitfeug, ogfyog /3/CXo/£ 8\r)v 
■vj/u;^ rtgotid^ag, ro rs xakhv 6<irsv(fov v§6<pgwv 9 
{j,7)irwg <f sgcag *iror 5) <pQ6vog bdxy pglvag. 
W, tfw^a tfaug/v uvr'ftf ipsigw v6<n>v, 
fLskXsig fLarsbtiv tpdffAUX dXyovtffi fg'svi ; 

1 Eurip. Phoen. 560. 
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Dimidiuin facti, qui coepit, habet ; sapere aude, 

Incipe : qui recte yivendi prorogat horam, 

Rusticus exspectat, dum defluat amnis ; at ille 

Labitur et labetur in omne Yolubilis aevum. 

Quaeritur argentum puerisque beata creandis 

Uxor, et incultae pacantur Yomere silvae. 

Quod satis est cui contigit, hie nihil amplius optet. 

Non domus et fundus, non serfs acervus et auri 

Mgroio domini deduxit corpore febres, 

Non animo curas. Valeat possessor oportet, 

Si comportatis rebus bene cogitat uti. 

Qui cupit, aut metuit, juvat illam sic domus et res, 

Ut lippum pict33 tabulae, fomenta podagrum, 

Auriculas citharae collecta sorde dolentes. 

Sincerum est nisi Yas, quodcunque infundis, acescit. 

Sperne yoluptates ; nocet emta dolore Yoluptas. 

Semper avarus eget ; certum Yoto pete fineni. 

Invidus alterius macrescit rebus opimis ; 

Invidia Siculi non invenere tyranni 

Majus tormentum. Qui non moderabitur irae, 

Infectum volet esse, dolor quod suaserit et mens, 

Dum poenas odio per vim festinat inulto. 

Ira furor brevis est : animum rege, qui, nisi paret, 
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p£OVs/& ds roXfia, rovro yiyvojaxuvjori 
tgyounv dgyjri y 9 hri tfcbtiiv fjfiftiv, 
otfng d* av ogdSjg dvaQoXriv itgd^ioig itoiji 
tfSra/iov dvrsXfe/v 3<f<7r$g &ygoixog fievsr 
6 d 9 oi>5sv qtftfa r^v go^v efAtfag ntgoyit, 
Kai priv rig o\)%) y^ihdrm s<phrai 
xai irkovciag yvvaixbg e/g iraihm yovqv, 
dg6rgoig r 9 dgovguv Jifisgapsmv ir'egt% ; 
ovxouv rd y 9 dgxovvtf txavd roTto (fuxpgotfsv, 1 
ov y&g, <fd<p 9 Mi 9 ygftiwif ovrs tiwpari 
hbbvag dfivvai xdgra rov xexrrj/isvou 
ovr 9 ovv fisgifivag tfoXutftfvous* tjv & av xaXug 
Xgntidat ^sXtj rig av §ebg #6gri, vity 
ovbh %vvet)HX,i ftsTv/V <S yag q *6Qo\) 
fisrstfriv 5) $6£ov n, roiovry yvai 
riv 9 si tip's gov <f iv qdovjjv btfsgr'egav 
%<?ireg yga<pa) Xqfiuvri xai <pma) Xugwv 
(3e£v<ff*ev({t rd y 9 &rd ; xdXkitfrov d* vbug 
(pfeiget tfovqgbv Ayyog. qdovaTg aga 
dvQkrad 9 agdqv aJaveg dXyvvs? £uvwv. 
6 fih tfoOwv ys <7r6\X 9 tyii tfirdviV <rt) d' sv 
r'ehog (fxfaei rr yj* <pQ6vovg rgs<puv dsi — 
&v oudh evg$ 4>d\agig &Xy/ov <7r6rs — 
<pdivu rdyjtsra r&yad 9 avtigtoiruv tb&v* 
ogy^v raypg xdQeigye, fL^ bovvai bixdg 
ft'eWuv, rd d tgy 9 avrgaxra PovXqdjig iidrqv, 

1 Cf. Eurip. Phoen. 564. 
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Imperat : hunc fireniB, hunc tn compesce catenl 
Fingit equum tenera docilem cervice magister 
Ire viam qua monstret eques. Venaticus, ex quo 
Tempore cervinam pellem latrayit in aula, 
Militat in silvis catulus. Nunc adbibe puro 
Pectore verba, puer, nunc te melioribus offer. 
Quo semel est imbuta recens, serrabit odorem 
Testa diu. Quod si cessas, aut strenuus anteis, 
Nee tardum opperior, nee praecedentibus insto. 
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i<Ki) hi /Aav'tct Kgoffpegfig ogyjj ireXs/, 
rcc wgwra Svpov, otiys, fi% doZXog net% wv, 
#g£s/ dvtfoitfrog, syxgarug xafaxrw. 
xaQbg yfy faneog iirn'mg xa0' qdovfiv 
vsaTg h wgaig ibytfig da/Lafyrcu, 
tfxv\a% dh l^jgav <f%fif&a<fiv yrkatiroTg nog 
^>jg<p rayyg £uv»jxs», vaavratg ds <ru, 
sag iff fiZrig etfr' axtjgarov ydvog, 
(foptov Xoyovg i[L<rctn 9 yjag xvrga y effsi, 
ring XaCoDtfa iswrayrig 6<fj&?jv as/ 
xaXriv <pu\d%st. M jj figaBtiav ovv obov 
fiyd' aZ ra^sTav spr\ sVs/ oufl' l/w tot* a\i 
ertgov dsw^atfd, 9 ovde KgoGfAiimtp gxwv. 

1 a. Soph. Phil. 948, 446. 
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ODE TO RUIN. 

By Burns. 

All hail ! inexorable Lord ! 

At whose destruction-breathing word, 

The mightiest empires fall ! 
Thy cruel, wo-delighted train, 
The ministers of grief and pain — 

A sullen welcome all ! 
With stern-resolved, despairing eye, 

I see each aimed dart ; 
For one has cut my dearest tie, 

And quivers in my heart. 

Then low'ring and pouring, 

The storm no more I dread, 
Tho' thick' ning and black'ning 
Bound my devoted head. 
And Thou, grim Power, by life abhorred, 
While life a pleasure can afford, 

Oh ! hear a wretch's prayer ! 
No more I shrink appalled, afraid, — 
I court, I beg, thy friendly aid, 

To close this scene of care ! 
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ODE TO RUIN. 

Turned into Greek Iambics. 

XaJg' w 'rigoLfive xoi'gav, ov deivoTg \6yoig 
sudug xara^sT jSatf/Xgwv xgdrog fieya 
agxaioirkovrmy %iiv ds dot ndvrig y otfo/ 
«%# pegovrsg xai vrSvovg fiitf Tjdovrjg 
vffrigeroi)<rr vvv y&g uyvafiirrog /3Xg-7r«, 
&n\irig &v 6gdo?dtv 6<pQa\fioTg /3£X?j 
rd <f eu<rro%, jjdri rovfibv &%efc(, x'eag 
gr)%avrog oLi^/ifj rqv re fiXrdrrjt xagdv 
dpot^rddavrog* obxsr\ ovx'er h pofy 
vrvxvdv tfxoreivojv T^aiXdirtav 6%w £opov 
M xgard fiov drvyrirbv s/gaXovfisvuv. 
2u d 1 w dvvdera yogye, roTg Zjuav d'eog 
sug tyti ri y 1 Tjdovrjg £ «j) M*sr§ov 9 
sv%dg d'e%pv fioi rakavi rdffde TuffagsTg. 
ovroi (i oxvqgbv dsTjfia xuXvsi ravuv 
Qskfa xaku (f«, TJffffopai <? 9 wva£, XH' 
rikog j3fy §eg ryfo bv<to6r(Ly ra^ji* 
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When shall my soul in silent peace 

Eesign life's joyless day ; 
My weary heart its throbbing cease, 
Cold, mould'ring in the clay ? 

No fear more, no tear more, 
To stain my lifeless face ; 
Enclasped and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace. 
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ithf atfoCaXoDtfa dvfffo^ov fidgog robe % 

irors (rpaSatf^clBv yds xagdia fioKig 
X^atfa yrjg xdruh ry^erou f*vxfii> ; 
r6r ov dt' otftfwv gsuefera/ ^aX/v ddxgv 

at ecu fb dmicfewd sfvirsd<f> vrpgvrvytt*Tt. 
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AUTUMN. 

By Professor Longfellow. 

With what a glory comes and goes the year : 
The birds of Spring, the beautiful harbingers 
Of sunny skies and cloudless times, enjoy 
Life's newness, and earth's garniture spread out ; 
And when the silver habit of the clouds 
Comes down upon the Autumn sun, and with 
A sober gladness the old year takes up 
His bright inheritance of golden fruits, 
A pomp and pageant fill the splendid scene. 
There is a beautiful spirit breathing now 
Its mellow richness on the clustered trees ; 
And, from a beaker full of richest dyes, 
Pouring new glory on the Autumn woods, 
And dipping in warm light the pillared clouds. — 
Morn on the mountain, like a summer bird, 
Lifts up her purple wing ; and, in the vales, 
The gentle wind, a sweet and passionate wooer, 
Kisses the blushing leaf, and stirs up life 
Within the solemn woods of ash deep-crimsoned, 
And silver beech, and maple yellow-leaved, 
Where Autumn, like a faint old man, sits down 
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AUTUMN. 
Iambics. 

*rtg ovviavrbg i^yiran poudgav %ywv 
X&giv rsXsTr'- ev ijgs f vsoyevs? fvtfsug 
yaigovdt ^dXirei xdXvxeg byxqgo) g68uv 9 
nrfkim xqgvxsg rjfizfiv yXvxsTg, 
yXty rs yaiag sv^usr TaX/v d\ org, 
jSXs-Tovroj a(i*£kl>y' qXUv 8i' agyugvv 
v«p«v, xagaTot % f gv<?6xag'jro¥ sxXa^ojv 
xXrjgov rsXaog trupgotiiv yct'i^u ygfoog, 
diravra Xa/iKgag xaXXovrjg ir'egi% figvu. 
vuv 8* iitsxnm rig fiaXOaxbv daifiuv yn>6ov 
devdf, ihnrg>6&nrm fatbga xgufidruv fvca, 
(3aga?g dydXXsi xguffsauft, da-^/tXovg 
tf&vrr) v'eav xgartjgog \xyiw yd^tr 
vsfri &s ^sgAfrp Xsuxd jSaar/£s/ pas/. 
<pavf> d* sag r&pua xaXXuva ff'eXq,, 
oig rig §sg$sog vogfvgoTg (popovpsvog 
ogvtg wregoTttr nayxgare? d' sv ayxtdt 
r*X»JI wtffofiog avsfiog atftfatfip xuvuv 
<7ToXX(}) rd pbXX* itiwfav siidsvdguv ftuyfiv 
£«j)v tp'egsi vsoyvSv, hfa fy fieXy 
yi%a" otffycf, XiXvfi'evri (rxswdfyara 

D 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



50 



By the wayside a- weary. Through the trees 
The golden robin moves. The purple finch, 
That on wild cherry and red cedar feeds, 
A winter bird, conies with its plaintive whistle, 
And pecks by the witch-hazel ; whilst, aloud, 
From cottage roofs the warbling blue-bird sings ; 
And merrily, with oft-repeated stroke, 
Sounds from the thrashing-floor the busy flail. 

! what a glory doth this world put on 
For him, who with a fervent heart goes forth 
Under the bright and glorious sky, and looks 
On duties well-performed, and days well-spent ! 
For him the wind, ay ! and the yellow leaves, 
Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings : 
He shall so hear the solemn hymn, that Death 
Has lifted up for all, that he shall go 
To his long resting-plaee without a tear. 
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pAo^svoi irkixovtit (pomuv xXddoi 
fisXiuv, x6firi re %avd6Qgt% <rpsvdafj,vtvf) 9 
$nyoi rs Xsuxoh xgvd'eaitfi 8* evtfxiovg 
ogvifeg ukag 0/ (pihdvfywiTM h'egcug 
xotfiovft, fiivvgug d' olxrgbv adovrsg p'sXog, 
o7g xsgatiog itfri xal x'eBgog fioga p/X?j, 
tmivot KrfkoHfi <irog$\>go7<siv ihitpinTg 
xfarovfft Sd/nvoug §vy^ioig 9 ffnyutv d' uico 
XiyeTav sx%€ov<riv 0/ yXavxol ya^dv^ 
IXag&g bl Xsia ToAuxjorwv nXtfywv dXojg 
poatov fyeT. IlStf/ y* avdguiwoig, foot 
tig rbv <rdgog jSA^routf/y at/ievoi /3/ov, 
xriXiftog apogov xal xaXZg dsdgatf/uenig 
sgyottfi XafAWgbv, 7}\i(f) Aeysiv r6 <irav 
Seg/iato xa^biaidiv oil $oGob/j,evot : 
foov rh xdWog yribi yrj rotoTgd* e%u ! 
roiobade y* &v€ficg xal vairuv %&vQti prfCq 
f>d6yyov XaCoDtfa vovknT ao^rara^ 
vfAvov d\ Ev (fbu tfaffi Sdvarog gyxgarqg, 
rb <7r%h <ro$£>g fia66vrsg, 6p6a\fio?g <rrd<ttv 
tlfcova 9 dxhavroig irdvdoxw yaiag xdru. 
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LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. 
Canto VI. Stanza 29. 

With naked feet and sackcloth rest, 
And arms enfolded on his breast, 

Did every pilgrim go ; 
The standers-by might hear uneath 
Footstep, or voice, or high-drawn breath, 

Through all their lengthened row ; 
No lordly look nor martial stride, 
Gone was their glory, sunk their pride, 

Forgotten their renown : 
Silent and slow, like ghosts they glide 
To the high altar's hallowed side, 

And there they knelt them down : 
Above the suppliant chieftains wave 
The banners of departed brave ; 
Beneath the lettered stones were laid 
The ashes of their fathers dead : 
From many a garnished niche around, 
Stern saints and tortured martyrs frowned. 
And slow up the dim aisle afar, 
With sable cowl and scapular, 
And snow-white stoles, in order due, 
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LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. 

TURKED INTO IAMBICS. 

Kai fiiiv nr\oxdg eftovrsg ev tfregvoig x s §® v > 
<nr6dag r% yvpvoi xavdedvxSrsg tdxov, 
<fr6\og (frgarnyuv otxrgbg exfiaivei dofiwv 
fii6\ig ds p&mjv tiroparog 5) robwv irdrov 
rj xal w»jv Tjxovtiav 01 tfrdvreg tfigr 
M av rvgavvov o/i/i Iboig hravda <irov 
7%yog r * Agetov rov yag sfitfgotffev xX'soug 
pgovftfiarog r edo%av ov pvfifiifiv rg£<puv. 
ovrca XaOgostfi (pddfiaf ug, fidvreg eriyotg 
ixrfifiaHH f3wfiiwv fiddguv gov 
(Siyatig sQqxav y6vara* x&vwfav xaXd 
sKity/i s<pe%*ig, rm *irgh faneim ydgiVy 
xgtpdtfr' Iboig av* xa) xdru Xguxj) xSvig 
sxsiro tfgoy6vm fivrj/idruv yXunruv Sato* 
f&v%QJv d' sffco '^fWjjtfav, 0/ rtitiriwg Dang 
ojfioTg pSvoig StXovro, yogy' fixatfpevoi. 
O/ 6' av 6i£a<froi vrare'pg hv6(i(f) (troXy, 
XsvxoTg exowrog tfsg/CsCXf^MW < jei t 7Ckoig 
xspaXdg 6* igspvotg evrtgertsfg xaXvpflartv, 
fidt^av pogovvreg X B i^ r ^ v f^^ r ^i' av i 
Xu^vwv S' a$ag 9 /3/CXov rg, xa\ <rs<rrbv p&gog, 
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The holy fathers, two and two, 

In long procession came ; 
Taper and host, and book they bare, 
And holy banner flourished fair 

With the Redeemer's name. 
Above the prostrate pilgrim band 
The mitred abbot stretched his hand, 

And blessed them as they kneeled : 
With holy cross he signed them all, 
And prayed they might be sage in hall, 

And fortunate in field. 
Then mass was sung, and prayers were said, 
And solemn requiem for the dead ; 
And bells tolled out their mighty peal 
For the departed spirit's weal. 
And ever in the oflBce close 
The hymn of intercession rose : 
And far the echoing aisles prolong 
The awful burden of the song : — 
" Dies irse, dies ilia, 
Solvet seclnm in faviM ;" 
While the pealing organ rung : 

Were it meet with sacred strain 

To close my lay, so light and vain, 
Thus the holy Fathers sung : — 
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iv $y' 'IH20T2 iroixiXp yiig rig rs^vri 
gyga-vj/gv— ©urw irdvng h rd%u divrXfj 
(jutxgdg tfrodg fisrgovvreg svrdxry j3dffei 9 
\6%ov irgfaw (frsfyovtt yovwreroug nrtkag. 
xdvraW b SiTbg ytigtg sxrshag *x<trri% 
vdvrag <7ragriyog7}<rar* evpfjfioig \6yotg, 
(fravgbu d* sir* uvroTg Ugh exygd^ag tr'etag, 
§sbv irgoffqbda xaWivitf ovXosg xgdrq 
evtouXiav 8s <rr6fturi wavrsXrj vspsiv, 
gVg/ra & hgtvg /j,v<frixd g'e^ccg reXy 
ydaTg Xirato rou vsxoou %ag/v §sbv 
-rtfXX' ixerevff'* o/mou rs x&bmtg X/yu 
(rcortigiag ij^tfav a/diag vvsg. 

TsXog 8s, vaidv ahriy* iXaffrrjgiog, 
^uvtf)dog bgydvoHftv supGuvo/g, ftaxgav 
did ffrodg sreiw v^rjXdg ,/3o^v. 

" Ogt>, OgD* 

Tb deivbv ijfiag, efiptfy ffxrj-^av f3iq, 
xai peorbv Igynh t*Z xoviv Xutfg/ rb -rav." 
dXX', g/Vgo hgotg &<f/ia<fiv yrdgitiri fLoi 
sgyw jtiaraiav dvotfiwv gvjmv rgXgft, 
rot6v8' o/navXog yrjgvg s^qxev fieXog* 

" OgD, <bev m 

Tb 8sivbv bgyqg rifiag, fjvix* ovgavSg 
xa) yvj irkarii* tig ov8ev sx\v6f)(firar 
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(Hymn for the Dead.) 

" That day of wrath, that dreadful day, 
When heaven and earth shall pass away ! 
What power shall be the sinner's stay ? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day % 

" When, shrivelling like a parched scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll : 
When louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakes the dead ! 

" ! on that day, that wrathful day, 
When man to judgment wakes from clay, 
Be Thou the trembling sinner's stay, 
Though Heaven and Earth shall pass away V 
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g/tfo-vf/gra/ rd duvd rrjg r6$ rifi'egag ; 

" "Or' gyxa\wrra?g p\o£h ovgavou x{jxXog 9 
oTov degog pgvxrSv n 9 dMtSntdfS^dira,^ 
xccl rovg xag "Aidov diarogog (fdX^iy^ vgxgoug, 
davijv <rxtd2><ra ytjgvv, 6%avayxd<ret. 

" Or sx (ivxfiv yrjg xgkiv bp'e%ov<riv figorof, 
deivrjg 8r 6gyrjg fyttgga xehri tfdga, 
tfu y*, & navaXxeg, sv /x'e<foig Igsttftotg 
yqg ovgavoii r\ agriys roTg -ravadX/o/g.' 
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THE SLAVE'S DREAM. 
By Longfellow. 

Beside the ungathered rice he lay, 

His sickle in his hand ; 
His breast was bare, his matted hair 

Was buried in the sand : 
Again, in the mist and shadow of sleep, 

He saw his native land. ' 

Wide through the landscape of his dreams, 

The lordly Niger flowed ; 
Beneath the palm-trees on the plain, 

Once more a king he strode — 
And heard the tinkling caravans 

Descend the mountain road. 

He saw, once more, his dark-eyed queen, 

Among her children stand ; 
They clasped his neck, they kissed his cheeks, 

They held him by the hand ! 
A tear burst from the sleeper's lids, 

And fell into the sand. 
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THE SLAVE'S DREAM. 
Iambics. 

2r'egvov [mv svgu yvfivbg, ev ds ^apfihoig 
xexgv/ttftsvog vrivoKft ffv/MrXoxfo r^iyZi^ 
*<p£uv 6 SovXog dgs'tfavov Ipn'ihy yitf 
ixsir ogvfyg eyyug a^avtrrov §6govg. 
evravtf edo%ev exradelg 6g$v vkvou 
yaTav irctTgyav sv dvSpotg* %v& % aZ naXiv 
<p6£>aig ii<p* iKJ/qXafr/ posvtxw, faov 
vrtditov avdtftu iriomv tvgutffavJig 
N/yg/go£, ug K&gotds, fiatfsXtxG) <irary 
iffre/%, atfuOev sjuwrSgovg ^o^aig fiaxgaTg 
ogs/a <fuv ngmoTift xwdutvuv xg6rotg 
xeXsvf adguv r'e/iwrag. sfwraXiv ds xat 
avattfav sTiSs pXrdratg r^v wgh rsxveav 
j3Xd<troug %0vov<rav ug b's y sv do%atg wnou 
%t$iv *Xoxa7g yaupvrsg rjffirdfyvro viv 
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And then, at furious speed he rode 

Along the river's bank ; 
His bridle-reins were golden chains ; 

And, with a martial clank, 
At each leap he could feel his scabbard of steel 

Smiting his courser's flank. 

Before him, like a blood-red flag, 

The bright flamingoes flew ; 
From morn to night he followed their flight 

O'er plains where the tamarind grew, 
Till he saw the roofs of Caffre huts 

And the ocean rose to view. 

At night he heard the lion roar, 

And the hyaena scream, 
And the river-horse, as he crush'd the reeds 

Beside some hidden stream ; 
And it pass'd like some glorious roll of drums, 

Through the triumph of his dream ! 

The forests, with their myriad tongues, 

Shouted of liberty ; 
And the blast of the desert cried aloud 

With a voice so wild and free, 
That he started in his sleep, and smiled 

At their tempestuous glee. 
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pXrjfiaffh re xai dsgqg tfgogtfrbytiatrt, 
tig •tydfifiov fardXatftfsv ex. ya^ag ddxgv. 
"Emir agetcav s/itfXeog pgovtifjubrw 
fairov Bt lyting irora/ifag %gv6f}Viov 9 
SooTg xgorovvrog xovXsov Xa/ungov Bg6fiosg, 
hig dwb gvrijgog s^u^^daro. 
fyvug B* &m ndgoiQs (potvtxwrrsgovg 
tfvxv&g (pdXayyag <Zg n foivtov pdgog 
Bs* atdsgog reiwrag, dxafidry <pvyf\ 
s8o£ art 9 ogfyov vvxregw fis%g/ <rx6rwv 
<its8ta. tfegwv figvovra SavfMMfrjjg <p6£i\g 
Btwxdfatv, mg<fft£ aXpvgbv tfdXov 
(fxrivdg r' sgsTBsv dy^im Kafgntfuv. 
sv vvxri 8' av X'sovrog ugud/ibg fia.£vg 9 
fior) y vaforig 6%v<pmog, sv $' sXsi 
xgwrrp ftiatog irora/Aiw JWmv ^6<pog 
BatfeTg tfarovvrw Bovaxag, sv <pavrd<ffia<fsv 
ovssgdruv xaXdidi irgog<pegiig ftg6fi({) 
<7ra$kd dgsiwv rvfitfdvcuv Birjvexs?. 
<&ogov/u,sv(f) Bs fivgiaig yXuHftfatg vdirri 
%XW oLiravrd y rjpsgav eXevQ'egav, 
•^d/tfiov B 9 sgfjfirig ffayxgarfig ttvo^ %6ov6g 
<pmrj 8t<f<S6ov<? aygsq, viv s% virvov 
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He did not feel the timer's whip, 
Nor the burning heat of day ; 

For death had illumined the land of sleep, 
And his lifeless body lay, 

A worn-out fetter, that the soul 
Had broken and thrown away ! 
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&8 9 VQyiigw were fistdTJtrai jS/<p 
fod'svra regarvfi msvfidruv adsffiirSrwv, 
dXk ovxer aZr qtitfatge fiatfrfywv vtfo 

•vpu^j) dvtfoftfrov Sdvarov aXXaottoutf apa, 

gfj^aa 9 atf'eZaXs <ft«i^aro$ pDagraz iftbaf. 
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"WE MOURN." 

By Mrs Sigourney. 

We mourn for those who toil, 

The slave who ploughs the main, 
Or him, who hopeless tills the soil, 

Beneath the stripe and chain : 
For those, whom in the world's hard race, 

O'erwearied and unblest, 
A host of restless phantoms chase : — 

Why mourn for those who rest ? 
We mourn for those who sin, 

Bound in the tempter's snare, 
Whom syren Pleasure beckons in 

To prisons of despair : 
Whose hearts, by whirlwind passions torn, 

Are wrecked on Folly's shore : — 
But why in sorrow should we mourn 

For those who sin no more \ 
We mourn for those who weep, 

Whom stern afflictions bend 
With anguish o'er the lowly sleep 

Of lover or of friend. — 
But they to whom the sway 

Of pain and grief is o'er, 
Whose tears our God hath wiped away — 

! mourn for them no more ! 
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" WE MOUBN." 
Iambics. 

Twv fMV ffovovvrtov tfdvra dtT nevfeft wrtg, 
esr' ovv tfXdratg rig dovXfatg <fa\ov did 
*X£ piaiffaig, eire fidtfnyog (pSZy, 
dstfioTg irietfeig, sXffid' ovy^ aurjS rggp«y, 
agovgav %go<? 9 o!)$ de rrjv afiiXXav aZ 
fiiov rfi'xpvra.g d%dgi<riv xqdri avxgcfc 
tf6voig diutxei xagdiag drixrfjgia 
dXX' i/ g r) xwrrSpetrda rovg xotfiwfievovg ; 
Toug d' aZ xaxovg ye nayibi wsigattfiov Xdfya 
oifbuZppiv XripO'evrag, oug av s/g dofioug 
dyecav dpvxrodg rjdovat, lei^vsg ug 9 
xaX'e<rw<r% cisXXai r\ exyovoi fiwgag <pgev6g, 
&rqg <rard%w(f' bXefyiq. beiv%g j8/y 
Sftug de xeivovg ffgbg r) SgjjvJjera/ x§ 6( *>v 9 
otfoig 6/Jbi\s?\> ouxbt' sertT a/uagriq, ; 
rovroug tit %pi 9 dapevrsg aXyentjt irdfei, 
fiXiag youvrat §avd<fifiov xadaipetfiv 
irSQov re Ssgfiou, ddxgvtfiv oixre/gai Renter 
dXX' o7<rgg ovx'er' eh* Mjxooi xgdrei 
Xuaftir ftgorefwv, o7g aiewpogfeev Sso's 
tidxgva, rd vdvra, fAqxer' (>//*&%$£ <S\> viv. 

£ 
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DEATH. 
By Mrs Hbmaks. 

Leaves hare their time to fall, 

And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 
And stars to set — but all, 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, Death ! 
Day is for mortal care, 

Eve for glad gatherings round the joyous hearth, 
Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of prayer — 

But all for thee, thou mightiest of the earth 1 ' 
The banquet hath its hour, 

Its feverish hour of mirth, and^sorig, and wine ; 
There comes a day for griefs o'erwhelming power, 

A time for softer tears— but all are thinei !* 
Youth and the opening rose 

May look like things too glorious for decay, 
And smile at thee ; but thou art not of those 

That wait the ripened bloom to seize their prey. 

Leaves have their time, &c. 

We know when moons shall wane, 

When summer-birds from far shall cross the sea, 
When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grain, 

But who shall teach us when to look for thee X 
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DEATH. 

iAMBlfcS. 

"flga fiev stirs rtruxteug u{Aagfisvr\ 
<p{j\\ouriv, old' awga /3ogga/a/£ <pQim 
fyiratatv avQtj, xaig/ai d' atfrgotg SiKfe/g, 
<so) 6' w fi'srstrt Sdvars tcwtroim ^Svuv. 
xal (tfy psgi/ivais qfiegav §$bg fifov 
rfo y i<s*x'sgav idwxsv oixiim ytL^oug 
oftiXtuv, <p'sgu n vi>% hniqara. 
thyyig hi fwilv xagregag, (So) d\ w xfiovuv 
xgdrttfre *7ra6w, irdvd* 6/jlov xadforarat. 
Sohattfi d* wga tfaid/ag <jrs<n , \ri6fL6VY) 
v/imv re xeTrat xa) ^X/dfo o/vov xaxrjg. 
xai xcugbg etrr/ vrjfiovaTg 6 fih mxgatg, 
o d* av x a i^ 7 s d&xguaiv, irdvreg ds <roi 
^£jj 6* axfiaia xa) g68ov xd\u% vsov 
xgs/Wwv 6xo*xovvri pafoerou ird6rig p0oga$, 
d\\' tvirgStfowrov inregoguv avr&v ydvog 
aygav regetvav dmbgeirug rgiZqg &rep 
wga ydg tart irruHtsug ttfiagfiivri 
fbWoHHv, old 9 &wga fio£eata/g <pMvss 
gtyrafifiv &vQr} 9 xa/g/a/ b' &6rgotg dvrttg, 
<fo) b' & fitredrt Sdvare vavrotov xg6vm. 
Tig ov tiXqvuv oTdev i/ififivoug pMrttg, 
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Is it when spring's first gale 

Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie ? 
Is it when roses in our path grow pale ? 

They have one season, all are ours to die ! 
Thou art where billows foam, 

Thou art where music melts upon the air, 
Thou art around us in our peaceful home, 

And the world calls us forth, and thou art there ! 
Thou art where friend meets friend, 

Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest ; 
Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend 

The skies, and swords beat down the princely crest ! 

Leaves have their time, &c. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



69 

trgotodov 8' ersfav ogv'swv r%v h §egti, 
tfrce^utf/ 8* birfyag x$v<6o/g tejuwrgoug yxiag ; 
n)i/ <r^v 8 &<pt%tv r)g ngoMvbttusv #,v ; 
&f ovv Srav ys •fytbugcb irgwrov sxXeyji 
arjfiar* rigog vtoytvovg 7wv ronov, 
?) Xfirav «%£« %yydvji £68uv <pQo%& ; 
«ga y*V avroTg y* hQavs/v — tfatfat figorofg. 
2t) y' spQarsvsig xu/idrm Xzuxovg atpgovg, 
Ihrov 8e fioXtfuv sfotv ifAnXicu irvoai, 
&v8gag 8 9 Ig dtxovg Ti<fv%ovg ig%si l*'* Ta i 
e%co 8s xa%s\Qou<ftv spirfarstg Itfwg. 
$Tkog 8* owoi %uvrj\fov sg ravrbv p/Xy, 
irrsXsag v<p 9 f}<Fv%ou<fi xstfisvog tfxiatg, 
Sirou 8s xal <r&\tfiy%i\> bfyiatg (ub,%riv 
KoXs/itog av8$ ^oks^i^ £*/p?j 8* a/t$ 
X6povg apsidrj fiattXeuv, fia'miv p/Xs/fc. 
w f a 7 a i 6<frt Kruteug e/fiag/Aevri 
$vWoi<riv 9 ov8' auga fioggaiasg <pttni 
gtwaTtfiv &v07i, xaigtai 8 9 &<trgoig 86aetg 9 
<rol tf w fisretfn Savars iravroiuv %g6vwv. 
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FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS. 

By Longfellow. % 

When thp hours of Day are numbered, 
And the voices of the Night 

Wake the better soul that slumbered, 
To a holy, calm delight : 

Ere the evening lamps are lighted, 
And, like phantoms grim and tall, 

Shadows from the fitful fire-light 
Dance upon the parlour- wall : 

Then the forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door ; 
The beloved, the true-hearted, 

Come to visit me once more : 

He, the young and strong, who cherish'd 
Noble longings for the strife, 

By the road-side fell and perish'd, 
Weary with the march of life ! 

They, the holy ones and weakly, 
Who the cross of suffering bore, 

Folded their pale hands so meekly, 
Spake with us on earth no more ! 
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FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS, 

Iambics. 

m Orav xvtfaibv qfisgag fjxji ri\og 
$mai rs vuxrbg r^ntian ^Jsu^jK <% g ^ v 
va£%7it*a<siv y 9 stxovfav, Hg rs^iv *zd\ii 
dyv^v xaXwtf/ x&xyovof . <rugbg <rxtai, 
<ic%h stfiregovg Xa/j^rrjj^ag apQqvcu fdst, 
dvd rofyov a!6\o/<fiv 6g%uvrat rgfawg 
pavrdtfftaO 9 &g yogyonrd, rw'tx 9 aZdig au, 
©}' £«vrgg #<rav <pfhraro/ nuiroi §* a^a, 
jjuzxgdv §av6vreg, %x 9 dvot%avrtg !Mgav 
s/ioi %vve/<fiv, Jov iv (Sty y\ h fi'ev, 
qZriv dxpafog xiig egiv fieXrurrog Stv 
pdyvig dgeiav, iv fiiov irogibpaa 
xa/i&v dmr&k&r 9 uj» naviag %rr 
dWot ds Kgfo tfg'&trovreg ev<re£sT fify, 
<rravg6v rs ie%doig Tq/AovTJg /tMax^ag avxgtfr 
dgavrtg, aurodg Savaffifiy ir\f)yp rikog 
svdovreg q/iuv r?X' b^iTJag am 
airt<rrd\ri<rav. Hvv ds yv\ xaXjj xSgri, 
% y 9 ttg rd ngur' egwri [t 9 ovra d% v'sov 
§$6gdorog juuxX' «XC/tf', $&' iv ou^avp 
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And with them the being beauteous, 
Who unto my youth was given, 

More than all things else to loye me, 
And is now a saint in heaven. 

With a slow and noiseless footstep 
Comes that messenger divine, 

.Takes the vacant chair beside me, 
Lays her gentle hand in mine. 

And she sits and gazes at me 
With those deep and tender eyes, 

Like the stars, so still and saint- like, 
Looking downwards from the skies. 

Uttered not, yet comprehended, 
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer ; 

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended, 
Breathing from her lips of air. 

! though oft depressed and lonely, 
All my fears are laid aside, 

If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died ! 
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fiaxd^m h ©<r/<p rdtrtrerat tfavtiybgei. 
r6r a^of qroig i] §s6<r<fvrog x6gr) 
tfodv <rgogs\&ov<r 9 abrix* &y%i fiov fy6w 
TCei xevbv -tyavsi rs rrjg ifirjg xs§6g* 
xadrj/Asvr) d ouv 6/ifidrcov ifi ex fiddovg, 
& y* sfipegrj '<rr 9 &<rrgoi<ttv rige/M %\g /3g6roug 
Ix vvxrsgov ftXeTovav ovgavou xdru, 
drmg dfyeT rsgstvd y\ dXX' ly&t xaXug 
fQoyydg dpdvoug tfgogrgowrjg Mtfrapat 
*\>6yoig fiev riichusiv svfqfiotg 6' a/tta 
sx fi*aK6axZiV ^nXStv ps rtftvifag \6yaig, 
avtf £v, egtiftiaitft dvgOv/tiovvri hi] 
iro\\a?g 9 Sficag roioigds fi*oi ftefivtiftevy 
fyovg wor ovrag xai SavSvrag hQdde, 
evMg xara£ieou<ri tfvfjwravrsg <p6£ot. 
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SARDANAPAtUS. 

Act v.-rMttEHA loquitur*.- 



The day at.last h$s, broken. ... .What. a night 
Hath ushered tit* ! How beautiful in, Heaven ! 
Though varied with a transitory storm, 
More beautiful in that variety ! 
How hideous upon Earth ! where peace and hope, 
And love and revel in an hour were trampled 
By human passions to a human chaos, 
Not yet resolved to separate elements. — 
'Tis warring still ! — And can the Sun so rise, 
So bright, so, rolling back the clouds into 
Vapours more lovely than the unclouded sky, 
With golden pinnacles and snowy mountains, 
And billows purpler than the Ocean's, making 
In heaven a glorious mockery of the earth, 
So like, we almost deem it permanent ; 
So fleeting, we can scarcely call it aught 
Beyond a vision — 'tis so transiently 
Scattered along the eternal vault ; and yet 
It dwells upon the soul, and soothes the soul 
And blends itself into the soul, until 
Sunrise and sunset form the haunted epoch 
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SAKDANAPALTJS. 

Iambics. 

0X5 v fih nhr\ vvxrbg e% olag n&ga 
ywrjdev ^u,ag ug iv ovgavp xaXug, 
troW&g b' aficLvgwv "kaik&nrm bi' dXkaydg 
xdXkiov aZQig figaxeog sxXd/Affei <fx6rov, 
dXX ? fjXQ' a/tiSyov rotg xdrca fivdog y foor 
0/ yag bia<srg6foi<Siv ogfiwvTig <pgs<f/ 
%agAv aVatfav xdXtfib' elgrivqv §' ofiou 
tig ohv ovbe)g p£«g/tfa/ TaX/y ydag 
xdrotb\ s^/gav £uy%6tfs/ $rav«Xg0gy. 
dy&v be xa) vvv Itirir aXka rov %dgn 
ovrug spqvcttf %\iog ; xa) *xZtg vs<p7) 
xovfovg avetfrvis' itg urpobg, yrgbg oig fidr^v 
avefsXog cuQty J£a^/XXara/ y\ 0^ 
vi<p6xr\)<ir* ct*guv %gv<feo<fr6Xovg r' axgag 
xai yrogpvgojref svaX/m xXvbwia, 
tlxatifia, yatag mdr h ovgavp ygd<psiv f 
<pgewg yi irsfflov etg akri&uav ^sag* 
Ifiug b' &vc>) <ffoixt"K[ia iroirjaav jSgap^y 
iVs/d' ofioiug tfiyir&i <pat,vrd<f[L<x,ri, 
ovx &%i6v n xXfjtftug fisXriovog. 
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Of sorrow and of love, which they who mark not, 
Know not the realms where those twin genii — 
Who chasten and who purify our hearts, 
So that we would not change their sweet rebukes 
For all the boisterous joys that ever shook 
The air with clamour — build the palaces 
Where their fond votaries repose and breathe 
Briefly ; but in that brief, cool, calm, inhale 
Enough of Heaven to enable them to bear 
The rest of common, heavy, human hours, 
And dream them through in placid sufferance ; 
Though seemingly employed like all the rest 
Of toiling breathers in allotted tasks 
Of pain or pleasure, two names for one feeling, 
Which our internal restless agony 
Would vary in the sound, although the sense 
Escapes our highest efforts to be happy ! 
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xairoi rod' tlgdvv faiaig 4'U^iji' j@/a/£ 
SgXxrjjg/a/tf/ r* *t»0g«c £uvrjjxsra/, 
rsXo£ dc ro/fc r igwtf* xa/ "kwrovfLsvotg 
<pi\ov n xriXrifi dvaroXat rs xai bitting 
(p'sgovtiv. dXX* otfovg yt ravra Xavtfccvs/, 
o&ro/ psyforovg dvo Ssous, xoX&tffiatfiv 
ol ruv fcZovrw xagbtag &carr}oioig 
6^ov6tv 9 ware fir) 3sXs/i/ iratfav %a^a^, 
&rtj /3oa?i; gtfg/tfgv ougavou xixXov, 
ayrwv TgiaffQaf y\ ovx 7<ratf/v oui' otou 
thbyfiw rotoTtsb* itratftv 7)ffv%ug s%s/v 
am-^vxyv (Ltxg&v ph at/ragxJj d* fytwj, 
ofov tfvoafg Ss/a/tf/ SsXxflevng wovov 
"koiirw hi* wgwv, xoivbv avQguww fidgog, 
fegovreg qgqa', ug ovag fiiov fiovov, 
fidXitra xagregovtftv ojg d' aurcag figoroig 
aXkoitii tfgarrstv ragya ra^wgitfjieva 
iW fidovtjg doxovtiiv tin mj/AOvfo* 
fitag y&i ovrcng 6v6fiar' cutsbfomg 8/tfXa 
xaXov/Miv, nv \6ytf) (itv dXXartft/v <pi\iT 
<xaQr t pgsvuv aXnxrog, dXX' ?g/V fidrw 
j3/ou tiroxafyfietitf 'ixatrog 6XC/ou. 

1 Cf. Eur. Troad. 893, " a magic spell." 
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BYRON'S MARINO FALIERO. 

Act in. Scene 2. 

Doge. You see me here, 

As one of you hath said, an old, unarmed, 
Defenceless man : and yesterday you saw me 
Presiding in the hall of ducal state, 
Apparent sovereign of our hundred isles, 
Bobed in official purple, dealing out 
The edicts of a power which is not mine, 
Nor yours, but of our masters the patricians. 
Why I was there you know, or think you know ; 
Why I am here, he who hath been most wronged, 
He who among you hath been most insulted, 
Outraged and trodden on, until he doubt 
If he be worm or no, may answer for me, 
Asking of his own heart, what brought him here ? 
You know my recent story, all men know it, 
And judge of it far differently from those 
Who sate in judgment to heap scorn on scorn. 
But spare me the recital, it is here, 
Here at my heart, the outrage — but my words, 
Already spent in unavailing plaints, 
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BYRON'S MARINO FAXIERO. 

Iambics. 

T'egovra fih rovd' avdga xavovrXov ravvv, 

mg dgrieag rig sJwe, xa) irgoZXqfiarog 

cgar cLfioigov x&kg ds xav rvgavvtxoTg 

agXftv boftoig ag%ovra rifLicardr7iv^ 

ruv y Ixarbv ovra irgogZkeKOvri xoigavov 

v7j(toj¥ rgXg/ov, %vv ds roTg aXovgystfi 

rvgavvidog •v^jjp/tf^ar svdarobfitvov, 

ov rrjg ifirjg neig ovds rqg v/muv aga, 

&Xk 9 ofa rovroig roTsi ysvvaioig doxs?, 

o? ruvdt 3s<ftro£outf/. Trjg sx$T Xoyov 

tfagovcfag for 1 5j s/dsvai doxsTrs now 

aXK 9 on iraQwv vvv jJX0ov, — Icrig 5^ vrgorov 

nfkittSr* rfiixvprai y , otng 8<£v£gi<ffievog 

u£g/v xaxforriv xag irsbov irarovfitvog 

airy [lokig %vvoibsv i) <Sx&krfe ye roi 

5j fill w'epvxsv, — ovrog avr ifiov Xtyetv 

BvvaTr av, avrbv sgo/tisvog roiavf ci/ua, 

ug bfi ri bgadm rjjb' h fifisgq, vrdga. 

bfiug ds rdne s/m dgriug — rig d' sctf o$ ov ;— 

g£/tfrg tfavng ug gp£g/, yvatfiatg ds xa) 

rovruv xiyj>fl<s§ aXXa/<r/v, 8/ w/xgov %ag/v 

xg/rai xdd7}vro xaruyeXwrog, aXXa fioi 

rb fiJl \eyitv %vyyvwre, rjjdt ydg rgsfu 

vZgHffia rour evroffQt xagdiag sprig. 
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Would only show my feebleness the more, 

And I come here to strengthen even the strong, 

And urge them on to deeds, and not to war 

With woman's weapons ; but I need not urge you. 

Our private wrongs have sprung from public vices, 

In this — I cannot call it commonwealth, 

Nor kingdom, which hath neither prince, nor people, 

But all the sins of the old Spartan state 

Without its virtues, temperance and valour. 

The lords of Lacedaemon were true soldiers, 

But ours are Sybarites, while we are Helots, 

Of whom I. am the lowest, most enslaved ; 

Although dressed out to head a pageant, as 

The Greeks of yore made drunk their slaves to form 

A pastime for their children. You are met 

To overthrow this monster of a state, 

This mockery of a government, this spectre, 

Which must be exorcised with blood, — and then 

We will renew the times of truth and justice, 

Condensing in a fair, free commonwealth 

No rash equality, but equal rights, 

Proportioned like the columns to the temple, 

Giving and taking strength reciprocal, 

And making firm the whole with grace and beauty, 

So that no part could be removed without 

Infringement of the general symmetry. 
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aXX* 0/ Xoyoi xyd'evreg eig rh aiga 
fioaTg dxgdvroig e/ipav'etregov y eft &v 
dfi^atov bei%eiav ovra, vvv b 9 eyk 
tfdgetfi, oirug xoti xagreeovg, xgdrog bibobg, 
irgbg egyot xov vrgbg rdg yvvatxeiag /tLa%rjg 
rgsva re^i/ag, aXX' our/ betfj? vfiag r genet*, 
xai ro\<p exddrov bfifiiuv a/iagrtuv 
ev rfitf Zpv xdx ov Xeyoj xoivp w6Xss 
ou8* ovv jSatf/X/di y , ours yo\g brjfiog ffdga 
our ag%0£, aXXefc vrdvra ruv nrdXat xaxd 
ruv Stfagr/arwv £b f oifioiga ruv xaXaiv, 
rrig *"* eyxgareiag xdgerrjg, ogfifjv eyeu 
Aaxuvibog ydg ©7 itor ag^avreg ygevag 
agejparoi xdgr ijtiav 0/ be rqgbe yjjg 
atgug rgv<pu<f, qpeTg be yug TLTkureg aZ 
bfyitf/iitO'' Sv sfiov rig otv irdQot vrXeco 
5j bovktx&reg , ovrog ev §eargtxo?g 
ug irgaraywtdrov ye xaXXaMr/a}uaff/y, 
©Vor &Qvg[MX,f 01 icgh "EXktiveg r'sxvoig 
bovXoug srtoiqtfavro KXrjffQevrag fiedrig ; 
xai pw eyov€av ub' meg f vug flrd'X/v 
vvv ug xofoaigqtfovreg e\g ev ijxert, 
vwovkov doyyig <r%jifLa 9 (padfioc beiv&irovv 9 
ir\r\v <p6voig ovx JxCaXo/r av, elrot 8 av 
a/a// dXriQeiag re xo\l bixyg veov 
xard^o/uev, tfdvdrjfAOv e)g xotvuviotv 
ov icdvra. fiovkatfg e%usovvreg aftgotsv 
aXX' hbixug fiergovvreg, ug icgbg rh veuv 
ftiSgfag expuM ^vpfiergovg 0/ xioveg, 
ovru 6' afioiZasowftv dXXayaTg cQ'evog 
ydgiv re Xa^Cavoutf/y, wtfrg, rov bopov 
edwreg 8%ot§0fi r/, rrivix 1 ofyerai 
h %bw** r $°S T °v iFoty^bg tvag/uoGrfa. 
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EX HORATII EPISTOLIS. 

B. I. 10. 

Urbis amatorem Fuscum salvere jubemus 
Ruris amatores, hac in re scilicet una 
Multum dissimiles, ad cetera paene genielli, 
Fraternis animis, quidquid negat alter, et alter ; 
Annuimus pariter vetuli notique columbi. 
Tu nidum servas, ego laudo ruris amoeni 
Rivos, et musco circumlita saxa, nemusque. 
Quid quaeris ? vivo et regno, simul ista reliqui, 
Quae vos ad coelum effertis rnmore secundo, 
Utque sacerdotis fugitivus liba, recuso : 
Pane egeo, jam mellitis potiore placentis. 
Vivere naturae si convenienter oportet, 
Ponendaeque domo quaerenda est area primuoi, 
Novistine locum potiorem rure beato ? 
Est ubi plus tepeant hyemes % ubi gratior aura 
Leniat et rabiem Canis, et momenta Leonis, 
Quum semel accepit solem furibundus acutum ? 
Est ubi depellat somnos minus invida cura ? 
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EX HORATII EPISTOLIS. 
B. I. 10. 

Xafguv filv Affrsug rbv $i\ovvr' uygoug fiKog 
®ovtixo¥ xsXguar rpds yovv v\sT<rrov ftovy 
smvrfoi, rd d' aXXa wdvra trvfyyot 
ovrsg y* aXtjOeTg, ravr dvouvofisaQd n 
%<xl vevofiiv dJl <fvfjj£ioi crgg/tfrsga/. 
dXX' ovv <n) psv <f7jg dvr's%et vtotffiag, 
lyth 8e devdgw evtixiwv X/0«v r sg&> 
XuyriVi yrktofov xai XdXov leMgwv -vf/opou. 
ri hii ; rvgdvvov xdgra ravr' $Mug X/twi/ 
af%w fitov tfg6Qvfiog, a <fv tfoXkoTg dtt 
aiptg \6yotg 9 sy& ds, %ug pa&nyiag 
§ui>i<7r6\ov rd irfaam, nag fivtdrrofiar 
agrov tfkaxobvrm fiaXXov rjdforw yaru* 
a XX' il (3i2>vat %v/j*fisrgag ci de7 <pv<fa 9 
yvaig xakatg qtfovra xai d6fL<f) vey, 
rig s<rr* dfistvuv oXQiag y&i&g rfaog ; 
mv d' q/uegoT yjstfimag qwiur'sga 
auga, xuvog re Setvd ngavvsi Stgjj 
Xsovrd r avyatg jjX/ou /Mefit}v6ra 
%iglLatfst ; icaxt h\ yrfixiv JxCaXXoutf Wvoi' 
rjtHfov fiegifivcu ; fi^ \i£v<rrtxuv Xtdcav 
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Deterius Libycis olet aut nitet herba lapillis ? 
Purior in vicis aqua tendit rumpere plumbum, 
Quam quae per pronum trepidat cum murmure rivum ? 
Nempe inter varias tiutritur silra columnas, 
Laudaturque domus, longos quae prospicit agros. 
Naturam expelles furc&, tamen usque recurret, 
Et mala perrumpet furtim fostidia victrix. 
Non, qui Sidomo contendere callidus ostro 
Nescit Aquinatem potatitia rellera fucum, 
Certius accipiet damnum, pr6piusve medullis, 
Quam qui non poterit yero distinguere falsum. 
Quern res plus nimio delectavere secundae, 
Mutatae quatient : si quid mirabere, pones 
Invitus : fuge magna : licet sub paupere tecto 
Reges et regum vita praecurrere amicos. 
Cervus equum pugna melior communibus herbis 
Pellebat, donee minor in certamine longo 
Imploravit opes hoininis, frenumque recepit : 
Sed postquatn victor violens discessit ab hoste, 
Non equitem dorsO, non frenum depulit ore. 
Sic qui, pauperiem veritns, potiore metallis 
Libertate caret, dominum vehet improbus, atque 
Serviet aBternum, quia parvo nesciet uti. 
Cui non conveniet sua res, ut calccus olim, 
Si pede major erit, subvertet ; si minor, uret. 
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2£g/ ri *wg xdxiov ti "kdfvjra yX6n \ 
y rStv XaXouvrov vafA&rw dy§o?g iv 
/toXuCSof quv v6Xsi yi xaXkiovg iy}i 
\odg ; ri (iqv ; f&rgi%v kosxiK&v rjjpw 
uXjjv da&Tav xt6vcav 9 o'xovg §' d/ia 
%k6r}v aygavXov «tjXo0sv Ssuft'evoug 
dvi<frdvai (piXtfrv xa) ydg, qv /3/gt 
(plxsw <}rag<jj<f7iotf , tfitfaXiv rg&rjg dreg 
fi^n, Xafyatug 8 sxQaXsf vixZtf 9 dtfag, 
fia<prjg 8s Tvgtag Sgrtg ovx Mcrarau 
'Axovviav ys d/apsgoutfav, oZrog ob 
wXeTov xvofasi Zflftiag rou fi^i tt86rog 
rb ^/sv8eg iig Smdrt rdXydovg diL 
v fLi 8* aSrs X/av #£g</ ivdai/im <r6r/&og y 
affojv dviai rourov ob ruv <jrg6<fQ* sxutv 
d<p?i<ftrat rig §av/udruv do) 8 ovv Xsyw, 
jj/sfag rb X/av, $ ydg s<fr' olxog <K&%g, 
ycfitiQcu rvgdvvuv hXZtoirzga r ^XV 
s%s<fn 9 y&v r/pZtfiv. dXX' Tnrrov tfdXai 
diryXatf- avrbv e\a<pog Ix xoivov <ir's8o\) 9 
mg <m% avogog vrfksoZg qtfdtig wro, 
s"%<x,g yakivotg /tfp^uv dvOgtoffov yrdga 
fioriQbv dvrs8'e%ar* dXX' tJ8ti xaXjjv 
vtxriv xgarfoag ov8' dirsZotkt 8*6w6rw 
ou8* rivfag dnttiksd* axfavrug 86fiov 
<K\vrfi 6 8ei8wv 9 ovx iXsvfegov y* %ri 
Xgvtfov r &fistvov iravrbg o*\nrai $dog, 
T^faoig 8i 8ov\ov 8i6 t xorqv det rdXag 
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Laetus sorte tua vives sapienter, Aristi : 
Nee me dimittes incastigatum, ubi plura 
Cogere quam satis est, ac non cessare videbor. 
Imperat, baud servit, collecta pecunia cuique, 
Tortum digna sequi potius quam ducere funem. 
Hsec tibi dictabam post fanum putre Vacunse, 
Excepto, quod non simul esses, cetera laetus. 
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peD /Satfratfg/ y% $ tf/uxgbg oux agxeTfisog. 
xa/ro/ r£ ^^ar' 7tf0/ riv xgxrjj^svov, 
for«$ tfg&Xov, $ tfo^s /*g/£ov tfpaXow 
% ^trg/bv i/Mrvgev<fov aXX', fi5 p/Xrarg, 
tfopwg fiiurifei t6v yi <fbv tiregyuv j8/ov 
<fg 5' au xoXa£g/v xa/w 3g/J crXg/bv rip£jj$ 

^•avrwv yc&£ &g%w flrXotfros, ou 5ouXtf$ y' gpy, 
01% olof gXxg/v <rp£o7toi', *Xxg<r0a/ 5' fyfc«£. 
raDr* oyy Baxouw iyyus &g%aiov vs& 
ygdfUy' ysyri&oji ffdvra <roD 6' a^otfrg^g/g. 
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BYRON'S SARDANAPALUS. 

Act v* Scene 1. 

Sard. — She's firm. My fathers ! whom I will rejoin, 
It may be, purified by death from some 
Of the gross stains of too material being, 
I would not leave your ancient, first abode 
To the defilement of usurping bondmen ; 
If I have not kept your inheritance 
As ye bequeathed it, this bright part of it, 
Your treasure, your abode, your sacred relics 
Of arms and records, monuments and spoils, 
In which they would have revelled, I bear with me 
To you in that absorbing element, 
Which most personifies the soul, as leaving 
The least of matter unconsumed before 
Its fiery workings : — and the light of this 
Most royal of funereal pyres shall be, 
Not a mere pillar formed of cloud and flame, 
A beacon in the horizon for a day, 
And then a mound of ashes, but a light 
To lesson ages, rebel nations, and 
Voluptuous princes. Time shall quench full many 
A people's records and a hero's acts ; 
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BYRON'S SARDANAPALUS. 

Translated into Greek Iambics. 

*Hd* efjwrsdog xdgr stiriv. Ous & %%&> «jraga, 
w §sol tfargpoi, Savadf&wv rsXuv v<ro 
xaxuv ti rouds (jU>/j,arog /Matpdrcov 
"<fwg xafagQeJg, oviror' &v dopovg iy& 
08 g <irg6(Sfov vfisTg styer, sxdo/7jv Ix&v 
boi/km poXuvai rfjb* a<ps<frwrcov arddu, 
11 & ovv, otfoTov xrrjf&a Kgurov qX&s f&oi, 
§ri<favghv oixiav re xai rov iegh xXsovg 
/Avf)ju,7)v tfaXcuav %uv xctXfi (fxuXuv §'$q, 
oifkoitii ^ a 'poPiTrs ysvvaiojg, s<p' cJg 
oZroi y sxaWvvavr &v byxqgaTg pgstii, — 
«/ (*% rdb* s%e<fu<ra \dfjwrg vpZv xdgiv, 
ofACug tfgbg bftag ^a^tpdyov %vv roTcrd' agat 
agdgoiM iig *iex>g rovro ydg <ir\s?<frov fticp 
vixuv <pkoywe(f> <pQa,gr&, njv •tyvxfig <p{rfiv 
6a<p'e<frar sxdiixvvtfi, rv\<shi 3' ixZokov 
psyyog irvgag, (yg rig iror' Ifj^e^tiSr^ct, 
<jrs<r6vri /3a<r/Xs/ ;) <p\o%h ov xixXfotrau 
xairvtjt rs xim %v(t>iMyilg 9 Ztng <7rg6<fu 
ug <zvg<rbg ^uggtfcv ph alb's go g did 
<p\B%6i ^(tyitav sTra d* ugai) <ntob6g. 
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Sweep empire after empire, like this first 
Of empires, into nothing ; but even then 
Shall spare this deed of mine and hold it up 
A problem few dare imitate, and none 
Despise — but, it may be, avoid tfie life 
Which led to such a consummation. 
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oi> drjra* xssvo y 9 sv %g6voig aimioig 
rovg fiev rvgavvovg dwrxkUi Zfivrag rgvpji 
oskag bthd^si rovg d' afstrrwrag tfrgarovg. 
xai fl^v tfgoGafwv ntadav av fivqfiriv Xsw 
avBgwv r 9 etfaivov evxXsuv x$6 v °S <ftstou 9 
sig r 9 ovdsv, oTa rqvds rqv ffgutrriv ravvv, 
fyX^C ** fyX^G fiato'kixag f&/%6/ev av, 
ofA&tg d 9 a&ixrov xai r6r' IxXnckv Hbi 
r6Xfi7jfia roTg sieura rovf&bv sxpavs/, 
o y 9 sv p6£oig e%ov<fi ro\f&t]<fov6i d 9 ou, 
7<rwg ds psvr&v eigafyfaavrsg ra icyv 
roioud* a/tvvaivr 9 airing rsXovg tofoL 
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MACAULAY'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 

Vol. I. p. 17. 

" The sources of the noblest riyers which spread fertility 
oyer continents, and boar richly-laden fleets to the sea, are to 
be sought in wild &nd barren mountain-tracts, incorrectly 
laid down in maps, and rarely explored by trayellers. To 
such a tract the history of our country during the thirteenth 
century may not inaptly be compared. Sterile and obscure 
as is that portion of our annals, it is there that we must 
seek for the origin of our freedom, our prosperity, and our 
glory. Then it was that the great English people was 
formed, that the national character began to exhibit those 
peculiarities which it has ever since retained, and that our 
fathers became emphatically islanders, — islanders not merely 
in geographical position, but in their politics, their feelings, 
and their manners. Then first appeared with distinctness 
that constitution, which has eyer since, through all changes, 
preserved its identity : that constitution, of which all the 
other free constitutions in the world are copies, and which, 
in spite of some defects, deserves to be regarded as the best 
under which any great society has ever yet existed during 
many ages. Then it was that the House of Commons, the 
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MACAULAY'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 

Translated into Greek Prose. 

Tuv xaXXjffruv iroraf&Zv, rm tvf>6govg (mm tfoiovvrw fortigovg, 
vavg dh tfXovtf/ug yspovtiag s/g %aka<f<fav dySvrw, fyirrireat ugh a) 
itviya) h hgwatg X^% a "*> dwipigoig r$ oiaaig xa) tfre/gaig, elg &g ev 
xarayga<f>a?g %wga$ ovx dxyZwg diugrtf&evag tfiravicdg etfitpoiraxftv 0/ 
rdg bboiieogiag tfoiovf&svoi. Tjj roiavrji %&m> h 9 Ayy\ixij %vyyg&- 
<pq 9 ovx &v dirsixSrwg dieuxdZpiro q xard r%v rgirqv xa) dsxdrriv 
ixarovrasrrigida' — ev Ixihy yd% %g6vov pogftf) Igrmy *ie*g ovrt xa) 
d(ta(f>it e%sra<frsov stfrh 6tf60sv sir) ro<f6vde 7jv%7iQrifjMv fasvOigiag xa) 
evirgayiag xa) bofyig. Tort ydg rb j&'syu sQvog sif^ti/Mari^ero rb 
'Ayy\tx6v, xa) rd rov eQvovg fyy ibidtovdav rjo^tro sytiv putf/v, sri 
xa) vvv wrdg%pv<fav, xa) 0/ tfar'egsg fifim iyevovro ug dX*jd«£ ov fiSvov 
xard Sew vr)<fiurai, dXkd xa) xard tokirsiav rs xa) rgwrovg xa) sQri. 
T6rs xa) 6a<f>n ri)y xardtiram skdpZavt rd xotvd, ij dirb rovrov 
cr6\\m rm psraGoXuv ov6m de) r\ avr% bia/^sfiev7}xv xa) ravrqg rr\g 
nokiniag a/ (jmv rm iXkuv eXsvOegm yw^m (MfAtjttig eitfh, aua) bs, 
xainti^ YbXilncovtid n 9 b6%av v/in d%fa foriv wg iravr) /agydXy bfipy 
Eta r's striv.&giifra %v/A<psgeiv slg %goviav . f3t£ai6rrira. T6re rgZrov 
£uv5jX0gy 7} rov ie\ri&o\>g jSouX^, xaff 8 <7ra%dbuyi*a xar'rttwav at 
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archetype of all the representative assemblies which now 
meet, either in the old or in the new world, held its first 
sittings. Then it was that the common law rose to the 
dignity of a science, and rapidly became a not unworthy rival 
of the imperial jurisprudence. Then it was that the courage 
of those sailors, who manned the rude barks of the Cinque 
Forts, first made the flag of England terrible on the seas. 
Then it was that the most ancient colleges which still exist 
at both the great national seats of learning were founded. 
Then was formed that language, less musical indeed than 
the languages of the south, but in force, in richness, in 
aptitude for all the highest purposes of the poet, the philo- 
sopher, and the orator, inferior to that of Greece alone. 
Then, too, appeared the first faint dawn of that noble litera- 
ture, the most splendid and the most durable of the many 
glories of England/' 
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Meg rov vXqQoug ^dd&ovdai exx\r\6iai a) n ev rfj iraXaiq fas'igw xai 
ev rfj vsa. Tors y ruv xoivuv vopuv Sstf/£ stg aZfum f}g0rj 9 ev Pga^s? 
dil ovtfa ovx dvatyug avrtoa\og rfj ruv jSatf/X/xav. Tors oi rd pauXa 
<fxd<prj wXrigutiavreg ruv irsvrs "kifj/svuv vavrai dvbgstoi yevofj/evoi dstvbv 
8Koi7i<fav e*xi rfj §a\d<f<fr) rb rrjg *Ayy\iag tfagdtfrif&ov. Tors sxrfoQri 
fAOvtieTa rd irakaiorara ruv ev ra?g bvo xoivfjg iraibsiag tf6\stfiv In 
ovruv* Tors xaOsKfryxei t) vvv yXatftfa, % rqg ruv wgbg vdrov yu^uv 
%g<sov dii peXixvi etfnv, dXkd dvvdjtisi rs xai \6yuv svtfogiq xai rf) 
shat toirri&siav sig itdtiag rag y&siag voiqruv xai (piXoc6<f>uv xai 
§7jr6guv u<rrsg/£s/ rrjg *EXXjjv/x5j£ povov. T6rs itQurov apavgug ph 
s<7n<pdv7i ds 7) etfloq/Aog ygappdruv rd%ig 9 jj rtoWuv ovtuv ruv rrjg 
'Ayy\iag rifiuv \a,wjrgordri>i dfi tarag^s/ xai povifAurdrri. 
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BYRON'S MANFRED. 

Act in. Scene 2. 

Glorious orb ! the idol 
Of early nature, and the vigorous race 
Of undiseased mankind, the giant sons 
Of the embrace of angels, with a sex 
More beautiful than they, which did draw down 
The errring spirits, who can ne'er return. — 
Most glorious orb, that wert a worship, 'ere 
The mystery of thy making was revealed ! 
Thou earliest minister of the Almighty, 
Which gladdened on their mountain tops the hearts 
Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they poured 
Themselves in orisons ! Thou material God, 
And representative of the Unknown — 
Who chose thee for his shadow ! Thou chief star ! 
Centre of many stars ! which mak'st our earth 
Endurable, and temperest the hues 
And hearts of all who walk within thy rays ! 
Sire of the seasons ! Monarch of the climes, 
And those who dwell in them! For near or far, 
Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee, 
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BYRON'S MANFRED. 

Trakslated into Greek Iambics. 

r fl ruv ev ovgavofav atr'egwv woKb 
xaXX/tfrs, X<x>if>\ ov 9 tjwx' qv vea f>v<ftg, 
Sh/a/<r/ n/uaTg avoaov avdguiwwv y'evog 
<r££o\> yeyr^&er o/' de ruv viuv §eou 
xoivfj yvvaixuv r 1 ex xaXwv K8<pvx6reg> 
a/' diuftegovaji xaXX6vp ^i'jrXriy/^evovg - 
ovrcug exqXouv, Jitfre Mvor 1 epiraXiv 
s%7}v avtkfaTv ovgav6v <pgbg oX&ov, 
yiyavreg qtiav ruv tot* aXxifAOjruroi 
(f'eZag <sv dri xar'sXaGeg avdgwwwv irdga 
i&nbi ti r%v ff^v uftorw &£%$* $Qtr 
peydXou ds itgZtrog faff birqgirrig SsoD, 
rh ya^a XaXda/W/ noii&stsiv /3aM, 
axgwv, (fgCoutf/ <s i£* oguv, eg xagdiav 
Xttov, eg ihyj&g u6r y amyxaticu ye vtv. 
a §ebg ogarbg* u /movoq figoroTa dovg 
rov 'yvurog s/xaa/u', og ffxiav abrov wore 
(Tjjv Kxr/tf axrTv' Si dvvaarevuv f&eya 
(pJjTcov airavrav xal xvxXtfj (favrbv w'egt 
woWovg eXitfoeav aer'egag, jSoXa/fr/ mtg 
og rrjgde rrjg yr\g xdvra rayadP sxrrtag, 
foovg S 1 sireffieg, vrdvrag #XXa£as %goav 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



98 



Even as our outward aspects : — thou dost rise 
And shine and set in glory. Fare thee well ! 
I ne'er shall see thee more. As my first glance 
Of love and wonder was for thee, then take 
My latest look : thou wilt not beam on one 
To whom the gifts of life and warmth have been 
Of a more fatal nature. He is gone : 
I follow. 
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fgUag y b[ioioi$. Kai 6v rm tym Hearty, 
yj&vm re ircutuv ruv r* svoixovvtojv &m% 
xaXiT xgarHSror &yx* ff0 ^ yfy ? paxg&v, 
oTov to y s%to 6ufia 9 r^v %<su pvtiv 
XgtoTifyf&etftf sxatfrog. 'hg "kaf^ir^av ayw 
aiy\f\v avfoxesg xa/ xaff fjfi'egav dgSf&ov 
rpyiig rikug r u Z %«/£« fioi ravvv <Si ydg 
oitx o-^oftai wor avfag, ug ds <rou "vsxa ' 
tgwg ps Kgurov Safyfra 3-' rjgiratfsv pgevag, 
ovtu j3\eff6) (Si XoidQiSv y u oud' stfnv ^5, 
/S/ov rs wXtTov %fin %tyiaim fvtfiv 
xtxrrjftevtf) vgbg ©Xg0gov, axrTvdg irof &v 
rtkg (Sag spitrjg 9 aXXa yag dsdvxs fiot. 



FINIS. 
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TO 



SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON, BART. 

PROFESSOR OF METAPHYSICS IN THE UNIVEBSITY 
OF EDINBURGH, <fea 



My Dsab Sib William, 

I had hoped ere now to have inscribed the 
expression of my respect and esteem for you upon the page of a 
larger volume; but, as circumstances with which you are acquainted 
have caused me to postpone the publication of that work, I feel 
anxious to guard against other disappointments by offering you at 
once even this unassuming "brochure" of Translations, as a testi- 
mony no less of my warm gratitude for the friendship with which 
you have honoured me, than of my profound admiration for one, 
upon whose brow rests the double wreath awarded by the con- 
senting voice of Britain, France, and Germany, attesting triumphs 
won alike in the field of Metaphysical Philosophy, and in that of 
Classic Erudition. 

I am, 

Dsab Sib William, 

Very truly and respectfully yours, 

E. R. Humphreys. 
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TRANSLATIONS INTO LATIN VERSE. 
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DISENCHANTMENT. 

BY DELTA. 

(BLACKWOOD* S MAGAZINE — NOV. 1819.) 

Although from Adam stained with crime, 

A halo girds the path of time, 

As 'twere things humble with sublime, 

Divine with mortal blending, 
And that which is with that which seems, — 
Till blazoned o'er were Jacob's dreams 
With Heaven's angelic hosts, in streams 

Descending and ascending. 

Ask of the clouds, why Eden's dyes 
Have vanished from the sunset skies ? 
Ask of the winds, why harmonies 

Now breathe not in their voices ? 
Ask of the Spring, why from the bloom 
Of lilies comes a less perfume ? 
And why the linnet 'mid the broom 

Less lustily rejoices ? 

Silent are now the sylvan tents ; 

The elves to airy elements 

Resolved are gone : grim castled rents 

No more show demons gazing 
With evil eyes on wandering men ; 
And, where the dragon had his den 
Of fire within the haunted glen, 

Now herds unharmed are grazing. 
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DISENCHANTMENT. 

TRANSLATED INTO THE METRE OF HORACE'S ODE I. 6. 

" Damno8a quid non imminuit dies ? n 

Ex quo primus Adam se sceleri dedit, 
iEtas ingrediens quseque per aureos 
Splendores superis temperat infera, 

Terrenumque sacro decus, 
Et ver& dubiam mentis imaginem : 
Dum tandem aetheri^ ccelicolae domo 
Labentes gradibus somnia lucidis 

Jacobi innumeri beant. 

Cur nunc non eadem gloria, quae, nov& 
Jam tellure, dies occiduos tulit ? 
Cur non dulcisonS, voce per aethera 

Gratos aura ciet modos ? 
Cur et suave minus, Ver, tua Mia 
Delectant animum ? Cur minus acria 
Eusci flore super verna avis aureo 

Cantus gaudia suscitat ? 

Divorum exiguum mmc abiit genus, 
Cordi queis fuerant frondiferi lares, 
Aurse par tenui : non oculis feris 

Ruptas per veterum arcium 
Rimas Tartarei jam lemures vagum 
Terrent ; perque nigros anguis et horridos 
Saltus ignivomi gramina nunc virent ; 

Errantque intrepidi greges. 
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No more, as horror stirs the trees, 
The path-belated peasant sees 
Witches, adown the sleety breeze, 

To Lapland flats careering ; 
As on through storms the sea-kings sweep, 
No more the kraken huge, asleep, 
Looms like an island 'mid the deep, 

Rising and disappearing. 

No more, reclined by Cona's streams, 
Before the seer, in waking dreams, 
The dim funereal pageant gleams, 

Futurity foreshowing ; 
No more, released from churchyard trance, 
Athwart blue midnight spectres glance, 
Or mingle in the bridal dance, 

To vanish ere cock-crowing. 

Alas ! that Fancy's fount should cease ! — 
In rose-hues limned, the myths of Greece 
Have waned to dreams — the Colchian fleece, 

And labours of Alcides : — 
Nay, Homer, even thy mighty line — 
Thy living tale of Troy divine — 
The sceptic scholiast doubts if thine, 

Or Priam, or Pelides ! 

As silence listens to the lark, 
And orient beams disperse the dark, 
How sweet to roam abroad, and mark 
Their gold the fields adorning : 
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Non jam Lapponicum rasticus ad gelu, 
Quassas dum glaciem nimbus in arbores 
Urget, rite vehi devius aspicit 

Sagarum socias manus. 
Non jam Craconia in gurgite bellua 
Arctoo reoubans aequoreis metum 
Immittit ducibus, nunc nimio arduus 

Collo, nunc sub aquas mens. 

Nee Conas ad aquas dum vigil excubat 
Vates, ante oculos somnia prodeunt 
Pompse funereae, nuntia lugubri 

Venturae augurio necis. 
Nee ruptis tumuli compedibus volant 
Noctis per medium spectra silentium, 
Aut festa sociant se choreae, vigil 

Dum gallus revocet diem. 

Heu ! eessant fluere ! heu ! mella poetica ! 
Graiorum et roseis tincta leporibus 
Non distant levibus dulcia somniis 

Commenta. Herculeos toros 
Vellusque jEolium judicium abnegat 
Austerum critici: te quoque respuit, 
Magne Maeonida ! quosque canis viros, 

Et regnum Priami vetus. 

Plenfi, ut captat avis voce silentium, 
Eoum et tenebras extenuans jubar 
IUustrat radiis puniceis agros, 

Suave est ire vago pede. 
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But, when we think of where are they, 
Whose bosoms like our own were gay 
While April gladdened life's young day, 
Joy takes the garb of mourning. 

Warm-gushing through the heart come back 
The thoughts that brightened boyhood's track : 
And hopes, as 't were from midnight black, 

All star-like re-awaken ; 
Until we feel how, one by one, 
The faces of the loved are gone, 
And grieve for those left here alone, 

Not those who have been taken. 

The past returns in all we see, 

The billowy cloud and branching tree ; 

In all we hear — the bird and bee 

Remind of pleasures cherish'd : 
When all is lost it loved the best, 
Oh ! pity on that vacant breast, 
Which would not rather be at rest, 

Than pine amid the perish'd ! 

A balmy eve ! The round, white moon 

Emparadises midmost June, 

Tune trills the nightingale on tune : — 

What magic, when a lover, 
To him, who now, gray-haired and lone, 
Bends o'er the sad sepulchral stone 
Of her, whose heart was once his own : 

Ah ! bright dream, briefly over ! 
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At mens praeteritos quum revocans dies, 
Vitae donee erat vermis honor, ciet 
Festivae socios laetitiae, dolor 

Pellit gaudia lugubris : 

Alm& quae teneram luce puertiam 
Foverunt, animo sese iterum inferunt ; 
Ut stellae e tenebris aetheriis micant, 

Sic spes regreditur prior : 
Dum caros alium post alium truci 
Raptos percipimus funere ; protinus 
Non tantum emeritos plangimus, at magis 

Quos vita a sociis tenet. 

Quodcunque aspicitur, praeteritum refert, 
Seu nubes gravidae, seu patulae arbores : 
Immo, omnes sonitus aut avium aut apum 

Eeddunt gaudia pristina. 
Quis tristem miseri non doleat vicem, 
Qui, quum mors adimit quicquid amabile est, 
Mortis non requiem valdius expetat, 

Quam moerore premi pigro? 

Quum noctem lepidis deliciis lavat 
jEstivam orbe nitens Cynthia candido, 
Et cantus querulos lusciniae ciet, 

Tunc se quam valid& libens 
Vinctum sensit amans compede ! Nunc senex 
Solusque et tremulus tempore, considet 
Dilectae ad tumulum virginis, irrita 

Cordis somnia conquerens ! 
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See, how from port the vessel glides, 
With streamered masts, o'er halcyon tides ; 
Its laggard course the sea-boy chides, 

All loath that calms should bind him ; 
But distance only chains him more, 
With love-links, to his native shore, 
And sleep's best dream is to restore 

The home he left behind him. 

To sanguine youth's enraptured eye, 
Heaven has its reflex in the sky; 
The winds themselves have melody, 

Like harp some seraph sweepeth j 
A silver decks the hawthorn bloom, 
A legend shrines the mossy tomb, 
And spirits throng the starry gloom, 

Her reign when Midnight keepeth. 

Silence o'erhangs the Delphic cave; — 
Where strove the bravest of the brave, 
Nought met the wandering Byron, save 

A lone, deserted barrow : 
And Fancy's iris waned away, 
When Wordsworth ventured to survey, 
Beneath the light of common day, 

The dowie dens of Yarrow. 

Little we dream, while life is new, 
And Nature fresh and fair to view, 
When throbs the heart to pleasure true, 
As if for nought it wanted,—* 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



13 



Tranquillas per aquas ftdgida tasniis 
E portu vehitur navis ; at increpat 
Venti nauta moras impatiens pigri, 

Et velum haud tumidum satis : 
Verum, quo rapitur longius, acrior 
Terrae crescit amor : Jam patrios agros 
Et vidisse juvat tecta humilis casae 

In somnis bene reddita. 

Mente ardens calida semper amat puer 
Coelestes monitus fingere in aethere ; 
Venti nam referunt dulce lyrae melds 

Tactae ccelicolftm choris : 
Maii flos hilaris candidus enitet 
Argento ; tumulos fabula consecrat ; 
Et noctis tenebras sidereae frequens 

Transit coelicoltim cohors. 

Nunc et turpe tacent omnia Delphica ; 
Qua pubes cecidit pro patria ferox, 
Byroni cumulus pulvereus vago 

Dixit reliquias sacras : 
Alter Jarroviae concava quaesiit 
Vates cum studio vallis : at, incly tas 
Doctis quas cecinit Musa prior modis, 

Fugerunt veneres cito. 

Dum jam vita recens floret, et insciis 
Arrident pueris omnia : dum su& 
Mens audax ope nos indociles rapit 
In vitae illecebras breves : 
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That, year by year, and ray by ray, 
Romance's sun-light dies away, 
And, long before the hair is gray, 
The heart is disenchanted ! 



"THE THREE CALLERS," 
By CHARLES SWAIN. 

Morn calleth fondly to a fair boy straying 
'Mid golden meadows, rich with clover-dew ; 

She calls, but he still thinks of nought save playing, 
And so she smiles and waves him an adieu ! 

Whilst he, still merry with his flowery store, 

Deems not that Morn, sweet Morn, returns no more ! 

Noon cometh : but the boy, to manhood grown, 
Heeds not the time —he sees but one sweet form, 

One fair, young face from bower of jasmine glowing, 
And all his loving heart with bliss is warm ! 

So Noon unnoticed seeks the western shore, 

And man forgets that Noon returns no more ! 

Night tappeth gently at a casement gleaming 
With the thin fire-light, flickering faint and low, 

By which a gray-haired man is sadly dreaming 
O'er pleasures gone, as all Life's pleasures go. 

Night calls him to her, and he leaves his door 

Silent and dark — and he returns no more ! 
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Non pulchram speciem, quam sibi mens facit, 
Sensim posse moid credimus : at prius 
Heu ! vinclum magicum distrahitur, viam 
Qukm vitae mediam advenit. 



TRANSLATED INTO LATIN ALCAICS. 

* Quiequid adest, transit; quod manet, ecce venit!" 

Damlajq Epitaph. 

- Ludo jocoso captus in aureis 
Secures agris errat et inscius 

Infans futurorum : atque amoena 
Floribus ah ! nimis occupatum 
AURORA frustra blanditiis ciet : 
Sic molle ridens haud reditura abit. 
Incautus et labentis horae 
En ! juvenis monitus diei 
Non curat almos jam mediae ; nemus, 
Pulchrft puellae ductus imagine 
Unius, atque umbras odoro 

More petit gravidas, recessum 
Divae monentis non revocabilem 
Oblitus. Eheu ! corpore quum senex 
Canusque curvato tremiscit 
Ad cineres morientis ignis, 
Lapsasque versat tristia somnia 
Vitae : fenestras lene movens, malis 
Nox evocat diris volentem : 

Non iterum venit ipse demum. 
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THOMSON'S CASTLE OF INDOLENCE, 

CANTO II., STANZA 57. 

But what avail the largest gifts of heaven, 
When sickens health, and spirits go amiss ? 
How tasteless then whatever can be given ! 
Health is the vital principle of bliss, 
And exercise of health. In proof of this, 
Behold the wretch who slugs his life away, 
Soon swallow'd in disease's sad abyss ; 
While he whom toil has braced, or manly play, 
Has light as air each limb, each thought as clear as day. 

! who can speak the vigorous joys of health? 
Unclogged the body, unobscured the mind : 
The morning rises gay ; with pleasing stealth, 
The temperate evening falls serene and kind. 
In health the wiser brutes true gladness find : 
See ! how the younglings frisk along the meads, 
As May comes on and wakes the balmy wind ; 
Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds ; 
Yet what but high-strung health this dancing pleasaunce 
breeds ? 

But here, instead, is fostered every ill 
Which or distempered minds or bodies know. 
Come then, my kindred spirits ! do not spill 
Your talents here. This place is but a show, 
Whose charms delude you to the den of woe. 
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THOMSON'S CASTLE OF INDOLENCE, 

TRANSLATED INTO LATIN HEXAMETERS. 

Quid prosunt gegris, quum corpus percipit omne 

Morbus edax mentemque, Dei largissima dona, 

Quae potius vexant ? Sano nam corpore solum 

Ipse boni capitur sensus membrisque yigore 

Tentatis agili. Lethalis vortice pestis 

Mergitur, ignavo qui corpore (discite causam !) 

Per vitam repit : sed quern ludove virili 

Fecerit aut operi consuetum strenuus usus, 

Is pur& potitur mente et per libera sanguis 

Membra meat fervens. At gaudia dicere vere 

Omnia quis possit, queis sanum robur abundet ? 

Claram nil mentem, nil la&tos praegravat artus : 

Lucifer his lucem referens furtivus amoenam 

Fert et laetitiam, curisque serena remotis 

Vespera finitur. Sic et perfimdit alacri 

Muta voluptatis sensu pecora hora salubris, 

Ut, simul ac Maius vernas revocaverit auras 

Florifer, exultim nimio per prata ruentes 

Luxurient saltu. Quonam haec lascivia tanta, 

Firma valetudo si non penetraverit artus ? 

Hie tamen, miseri, nutrit locus omnia dira, 

Quot morbo corpus cruciant mentemque maligno. 

Exitione igitur tarn foeda ignavia mentem 

Corrumpit tardo ? Cito, ainici, surgite : vos hie 

Falsa voluptatis species, mox subdola longos 

Raptura in gemitus, fallit ; me, me duce tutft, 

c 
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Come, follow me, I will direct you right, 
Where pleasure's roses, void of serpents, grow 
Sincere as sweet : come, follow this good knight, 
And you will bless the day that brought him to your sight. 

Some he will lead to courts, and some to camps ; 
To senates some, and public sage debates, 
Where, by the solemn gleam of midnight lamps, 
The world is poised, and managed mighty states ; 
To high discovery some, that new-creates 
The face of earth ; some to the thriving mart ; 
Some to the rural reign and softer fates : 
To the sweet muses some, who raise the heart : 
All glory shall be yours, all nature, and all art. 
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Qua florent sine sente rosse, qua nullus in herba 
Delitet anguis, exit via vobis. Gaudia verse 
Pura voluptatis jam nunc captate, bonoque 
Huic Equiti parete duci : sic semper et olim 
Jam faustum adventum laeto memorabitis ore. 
Eegibus hi coram stabunt, hi nobile fortes 
Imperium accipient belli, magnive senatus : 
Hos, ubi communi graviter de nocte saluti 
Consulitur medi&, pacesque et bella potentis 
Panguntur populi, et regnorum legibus alta 
Ees agitur, dux ille feret : sub sole remoto 
Ignotas alii terras mercisve lucrosae 
Audaces pretium quaerent ; vel in otia runs 
Inducet quosdam fugientes aspera vite ; 
Necnon ad doctas artes Musasque canoras, 
Quos fovet ingenium sapiens, extollet Eamus ; 
Omnis erit vobis naturae gloria et artis ! 
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" THERE 'S NOT A JOY THE WORLD CAN GIVE." 

BYRON. 

There's not a joy the world can give, like that it takes 

away, 
When the glow of early thought declines in feeling's dull 

decay; 
'Tis not on youth's smooth cheek the blush alone which 

fades so fast, 
But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth itself 

be past ! 

Then the few whose spirits float above the wreck of hap- 
piness, 

Are driven o'er the shoals of guilt, or ocean of excess ; 

The magnet of their course is gone, or only points in vain 

The shore to which their shivered sail shall never stretch 
again. 

Then the mortal coldness of the soul like death itself 

comes down ; 
It cannot feel for others' woes, it dare not dream its own ; 
That heavy chill has frozen o'er the fountains of our tears, 
And though the eye may sparkle still) 'tis where the ice 

appears. 

Though wit may flash from fluent lips, and mirth distract 

the breast 
Through midnight hours that yield no more their former 

hope of rest ; 
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"THERE'S NOT A JOY THE WORLD CAN GIVE." 

TRANSLATED INTO LATIN ALCAICS. 

Aufert iniquum gaudia tempus, et 
Non dat vicissim. Torpida ut irruunt 
Primo juventutis calori 

Frigora, non rosei genarum 

Cedunt rubores, sed prius irrita 
Promissa cordis florea decidunt, 
Matura quam marcescit aetas. 

Naufraga sic duce mens remoto 

In caeca culpae labitur, aut mare 
Delata in altum jam minor asperis 
Libidinum luctatur undis : 

Scilicet ipsa et acus procellae 

Infida cessit, ceu laceris solum 
Fortasse velis longius indicat. 
Tunc languor irrepit per ima, 
Mortis uti nebulae tenaces, 

Praecordia ; exinde alterius vicem 
Plorare acerbam non datur aut suos 
Versare mcerores ; nee ortu 

Jam saliunt lacrymae e gelato ; 

Claro relucet nil oculo nisi 
Concreta roris stilla. Jocus licet 
Salsique verborum lepores 
Contineant mediae inquietos 
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'Tis but as ivy-leaves around the ruined turret wreathe, 
All green and wildly fresh without, but worn and grey 
beneath. 

! could I feel as I have felt, or be what I have been, 
Or weep as I could once have wept o'er many a vanished 

scene ; — 
As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish 

though they be, 
So 'midst the withered waste of life, those tears would 

flow to me ! 
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Noctis dolores, intus adhuc viget 
Vulnus latescens, turris uti tegunt 
Nutantis antiquos hiatus 

Saepe hederse virides tuenti 

Tritoque subter stipite pallidae. 
! si rediret pristinus ille nunc 
Sensus, diesque almos liceret 
Prateritse revocare vitse, 

Et lapsft, ut olim, gaudia laciymfc 
Deflere, arenis sicut in aridis 
Visa unda, sic tabente vit& 
Efflueret lacryma ilia dulcis. 
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THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS, 

CANTO II., STANZA 28. 

Within the place of thousand tombs, 

That shine beneath, while dark above 
The sad, but living cypress glooms, 

And withers not, though branch and leaf 

Are stamped with an eternal grief, 
Like early, unrequited love ; — 

One spot exists, which ever blooms, 
E'en in that deadly grove — 

A single rose is shedding there 
Its lonely lustre, meek and pale : 

It looks, as painted by Despair — 
So white, so faint, — the slightest gale 

Might whirl the leaves on high : 
And yet, though storms and blight assail, 

And hands, more rude than wintry sky, 
May wring it from the stem — In vain ! 
To-morrow sees it bloom again ! 
The stalk some spirit gently rears, 
And waters with celestial tears : 

For well may maids of Helle deem 
That this can be no earthly flower 
Which mocks the tempest's withering hour, 
And buds unsheltered by a bower ; 
Nor droops, though Spring refuse her shower, 

Nor woos the Summer beam : 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



25 



THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 

TRANSLATED INTO ELEGIACS. 

Est locus, incingunt ubi mille micantia busta 

Cupressi ; circum lugubris unda meat : 
Nulla perit, sed, uti non mutua flamma puellae, 

iEterni vivens signa doloris habet. 
Hie tamen insignis semper pars floribus una est, 

Cognita pallenti mitis honore rosae. 
Tristiter alba caput demissum et languida flectit ; 

Hanc desperantem spem posuisse putes. 
Auris et levibus facilis coma praeda videtur, 

Et frustra rapidi turbinis ira ferit ; 
Et licet hanc carpat manus aethere saevior acri, 

Crastina lux ambit pallidam, ut ante, rosam : 
Hellespontiacis tu fidens crede puellis ; 

Florem, sic perhibent, abdita nympha fovet. 
Nonne quidem ille viget laciymis coelestibus altus, 

Quern laedit trucibus nulla procella minis ? 
Qui non hospitio tectus, mala frigora ridet ? 

Sole nee aestivo roreque veris eget ? 
Circum nocte volans tot&, celataque visu, 

Semper mira ciet flebile carmen avis : 
Quae velut Elysiae lyra pollice virginis icta, 

Mentem dulcisono protenus ore rapit. 
Tarn molles, tacitae quum nocti moesta querelas 

Impertit, numeros non Philomela sonat. 
In tumulis cantu fixus remorere potenti, 

Et plores, quasi te vexet inanis amor. 

D 
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To it the livelong night there sings 

A bird unseen, but not remote : 
Invisible his airy wings, 
But soft as harp that Houri strings 

His long entrancing note ! 
It were the Bulbul, but his throat, 

Though mournful, pours not such a strain : 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot, but linger there and grieve, 

As if they loved in vain ! 
And yet so sweet the tears they shed, 
'Tis sorrow so unmixed with dread, 
They scarce can bear the morn to break 

That melancholy spell, 
And longer yet would weep and wake, 

He sings so wild and well ! 
But when the day-blush bursts from high, 
Expires that magic melody, 
And some have been, who could believe 
(So fondly youthful dreams deceive, 
Yet harsh be they that blame), 
That note so piercing and profound 
Will shape and syllable its sound 

Into Zuleika's name ! 
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Delicise ire vetent ; illis tarn blanda voluptas 

Delitet in lacrymis, omnis abestque metus. 
Omnibus invitis lux matutina rubescit, 

Queis arguta animos ilia querela tenet. 
Nam simul ac radios per ccelum Lucifer edit, 

Vi magicum moritur deficiente melos. 
Si qua fides dubiis, — juvenum quae somnia mentes 

Decipiunt, male nos increpuisse decet — 
Ssepe notans Sulicae vero discrimine nomen 

Miscuit argutis vox queribunda modis. 
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THE DEATH-DAY OF KORNER. 

By MRS. HEMANS. 

A song for the death-day of the brave — 

A song of pride ! 
The youth went down to a hero's grave 

With the sword his bride ! 

He went with his noble heart unworn, 

And pure and high : 
An eagle stooping from clouds of morn 

Only to die. 

He went with his lyre, whose lofty tone 

Beneath his hand 
Had thrilled to the name of his God alone, 

And his Fatherland ! 

And with all his glorious feelings yet 

In their first glow, 
Like a southern stream that no frost hath met 

To chain its flow. 

He hath left a voice in his trumpet-lays 

To turn the flight, 
And a guiding spirit for after-days, 

Like a watch-fire's light : 
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THE DEATH-DAY OF KORNER. 

TRANSLATED INTO SAPPHICS. 

Nunc viri fortis juvenisque sortem, 
Qui tenax ensis, quasi amans, timendum, 
Mortis intravit thalamum, superbo 
More canamus ! 

Integer cordis gravidusque flammfi, 
Occidit ccelesti, aquilaeque ritu 
Inferas, tantum rapiente fato, 
Queesiit oras. 

Abstulit dtdces citharse camcenas, 
Quas Dei solum patriaeque laudem 
In sacrain terra* moderari ainavit 
Pollice docto. 

Occidit prim& calidus juventa, 
Dum recens virtus animi vigescit : 
Qualis Australi glaciem sub axe 
Non timet amnis : 

Ille adhuc, tanquam tuba elara, cantu 
Praelium turmae revocat fugacis : 
Posteros et, ceu vigil ignis alto 
Monte refulgens, 
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And a grief in his father's soul to rest 
'Midst all high thought ; 

And a memory unto his mother's breast 
With healing fraught. 

And a name and fame above the blight 

Of earthly breath, 
Beautiful — beautiful and bright 

In life and death ! 

A song for the death-day of the brave — 

A song of pride ! 
For him, that went to a hero's grave 

With the sword his bride ! 
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Ad fidem ducet. Sita morte virtus 
Vulnerat pectus patris atque matris : 
At decus semper memorabile aerem 
Mitigat ictum. 

Non tuam famam temerabit unquam 
Aura mortaltim levis, usque pulchra 
Sive per vitam tenebrisve in Orci 
Luce micantem. 

Sic viri fortis juvenisque sortem, 
Qui tenax ensis, quasi amans, timendum 
Mortis intravit thalamum, superbo 
More canamus ! 
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" I WOULD NOT LIVE ALWAY." 

Bt R H. THATCHER. 

Earth is the spirit's rayless cell ; 
But then as a bird soars home to the shade 
Of the beautiful wood, where its nest was made, 

In bonds no more to dwell : 

So will its weary wing 
Be spread for the skies, when its toil is done, 
And its breath flow free, as a bird's in the sun, 

And the soft, fresh gale of Spring ! — 

! not more sweet the tears 
Of the dewy eve on the violet shed, 
Than the dews of age on the " hoary head," 

When it enters the vale of years. — 

Nor dearer 'mid the foam 
Of the far-off sea, and its stormy roar, 
Is a breath of balm from the unseen shore, 

To him that weeps for home. — 

Wings, like a dove, to fly ! 
The spirit is faint with its feverish strife — 
! for its home in the upper life ! 

When, when will Death draw nigh ? 
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"I WOULD NOT LIVE ALWAYS 

TRANSLATED INTO LATIN ALCAICS. 

ifcotto. 
" Ad perennis vitee fontem mens sitivit avida, 
Claustra carais presto firangi clausa queerit anima : 
Gliscit, ambit, eluctatur exul frui patria." 

Damiani. 

Hic in tenebris mens latet abdita : 
Ast, ut soluto carcere laetior 
Festinat ad nidos volucris 

Arboreos viridemque silvam ; 

Sic ipsa fessis functa laboribus 
Cceli volatu concava libero 
Diffindet, aura gestientis 

Instar avis radioque verno. 

Illacrymantis non violam Hesperi 
Eos curvat almus pulchrius aspici, 
Collecta quam annorum pruina 
Tempora jam senioris ornat : 

Non aura flenti litoris afferens 
Longinqui odores spirat amoenior, 
Quum tecta suspirat laremque, 
Per rabiem fremitusque ponti. 

! si columbae more levis volem ! 
Mens lassa curis solvitur anxiis, 
Vitamque suspirat beatam : 

Cur mihi, Mors, dubitas venire ? 
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MILTON'S PARADISE LOST, 

BOOK III., LINE 227. 

Father, thy word is passed : Man shall find grace ; 
And shall Grace not find means, that finds her way 
The speediest of thy winged messengers, 
To visit all thy creatures, and to all 
Comes unprevented, unimplored, unsought ? 
Happy for man so coming— he her aid 
Can never seek, once dead in sins and lost ; 
Atonement for himself or offering meet, 
Indebted and undone hath none to bring. 
Behold me then — me for him — life for life 
I offer — on me let thine anger fall ! 
Account me man — I for his sake will leave 
Thy bosom, and this glory next to thee 
Freely put off, and for him lastly die 
Well-pleased : On me let Death wreak all his rage ; 
Under his gloomy power I shall not long 
Lie vanquished ; Thou hast given me to possess 
Life in myself for ever; by Thee I live, 
Though now to Death I yield, and am his due, 
All that of me can die ; yet, that debt paid, 
Thou wilt not leave me in the loathsome grave 
His prey, nor suffer my unspotted soul 
For ever with corruption there to dwell : 
But I shall rise victorious, and subdue 
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MILTON'S PARADISE LOST, 

BOOK III., LINE 227. 
TRANSLATED INTO LATIN HEXAMETERS. 

Dixisti, Genitor, tua fiet sacra voluntas. 
Quis dubitet, quin ipsa viam sibi gratia sumat, 
PraBpete quae cursu divini nuntia jussi 
Non precibus quaesita nee ullo limite ad omnes 
Circumscripta ferat veniam et solatia grata? 
homines fortunati ! qui lege supremi 
Eegis non ullum violata quasrere possent 
Auxilium, aut pretio culpam paen&ve piare : 
Jam diro sceleris (miseri !) sunt vortice mersi. 
At me, me tibi nunc hominum vice mente libenti 
Objicio justum promptus sufferre furorem ; 
Hinc, illos miserans, coeloque et honore secundo 
Et fulgore tuo cedens, mortalis amictum 
Assumam laetus carnis mortemque subibo : 
In me Mors iras simul omnes fundat acerba ! 
Sed mortis, mihi enim semen mortale dedisti, 
Non longum in tempus tristi ditione tenebor. 
Per Te vivo equidem. Nunc omnia debita pendens 
Addico corpus morti mortale potenti ; 
Post tamen, immunem peccati labe nefandi 
Tartareo ante animum disrupto carcere solves, 
Quam tabes mollem corrumpat putrida carnem ; 
Ut clarum de morte prius vincente triumphum 
Victor agam, falsaeque levem praeconia praedae. 
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My vanquisher, spoiled of his vaunted spoil : 
Death his death-wound shall then receive and stoop 
Inglorious, of his mortal sting disarmed. 
I through the ample air in triumph high 
Shall lead Hell captive, maugre Hell, and show 
The powers of darkness bound. Thou, at the sight 
Pleased, out of Heaven shalt look down and smile, 
While by thee raised I ruin all my foes, 
Death last, and with his carcass glut the grave : 
Then with the multitude of my redeemed 
Shall enter Heaven, long absent, and return, 
Father, to see thy face, wherein no cloud 
Of anger shall remain, but peace assured 
And reconcilement ; wrath shall be no more 
Thenceforth, but in Thy presence joy entire ! 
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Imperium vero subversum multa gementem 
Et stimulo evulso dejectam vulnere mortem 
Mortifero feriam ; et vectus sublime per auras 
Invitos Erebi reges vinctosque catenis 
Ordine captivo ducam, quo motus honore 
Me laeto aspicies vultu. Dein hostibus atro 
Omnibus interitu demissis Tartara mortis 
Corpore devictae saturabo, et in setheris arces 
Tempore post multo long& comitante catervae 
Exitio ereptee pomp& cum laudibus altis 
Incedam rediens. Tunc, irae nube fugat&, 
Coelicolas facies tua pace et amore reftilgens 
Efficiet laetos : fiiror aevum cedet in omne ; 
Nee minuet quicquam purissima gaudia cceli. 
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"NO MORE." 

LINES COPIED FROM A NEWSPAPER, 1849. 

" No more I" ! what unuttered grief 

Dwells in those chill, prophetic words ! 
The tomb of every warm belief, 

They strike upon the heart's deep chords 
Like the faint warning of a dream — 

The shadows from some mystic shore, 
Where jewels flash — where roses gleam — 

We hear the wailing tones — " No more !" 

" No more ! " The summer founts may throw 

Their music on the air ; 
The sunset lend its opal glow 

To skies that seemed before so fair ! 
And such a flood of liquid light 

May rest on mount, and sea, and shore, 
As bathed old Ida's classic height — 

Yet some low voice shall say — " No more !" 

" No more !" Throughout the boundless earth 

They blend with Hope's fallacious dream : 
They echo through the haunts of mirth, 

A whisper of the past they seem : 
Who hath not heard, 'mid light and song, 

'Mid pageantry, and pride, and power, 
Those spirit-voices round him throng, 

That mock the glitt'ring festal hour ? 
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"NO MORE." 

TRANSLATED INTO LATIN ELEGIACS. 

Quum vox auditur " Finis," praesagus acerbi 

Spargitur inde mali per mea corda dolor : 
Jam turn spes un& sepelit mens fervida cunctas ; 

Ima icti cordis debile ffla sonant. 
Ignotis umbrae rupisse videntur ab oris, 

Qu& gemmae splendent usque micantque rosae ; 
Aut tanquam admonitus in somnis lene susurrant, 

Sic maestos referunt talia verba sonos ! 

Ah ! licet argenteos aestate ardente sonores 

Laetior e gelidis fontibus aura vehat ; 
Ah ! licet et Phoebus sedes devexus ad imas 

In medio fessos murice pellat equos : 
Quaeque olim tinxit memoratam vatibus Idam, 

Ilia iterum blande lux juga cuncta lavet, 
Suaviter et fluctus per summos ludat et oras — 

Vox tamen his dicet languida " Finis adest ! " 

Quae spes cunque sibi fallax insomnia fingit, 

His vox tetra sonos miscuit ilia suos : 
Qu& jocus auditur laetus cantusque, pererrat — 

Praeteritos credas hanc revocare dies. 
Qu& citharae vigilesque faces genialia ducunt 

Festa, nitentque opibus tecta superba suis, 
Voces tarn diras sibi quis non finxit adesse, 

Kidentes hilaris gaudia blanda domfis ? 
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The heart is but a wasting mine — 

An altar for some idol kept, 
Till o'er the desecrated shrine 

The storm-gust hath too rudely swept ! 
A pedestal too wildly placed, 

Flooded by every passing wave — 
Recording vows so soon effaced — 

A temple reared upon the grave ! 

The pest-worm feeds upon the rose, 

The violet bears no deathless bloom : 
What tints our morning skies disclose ! 

What darkness lingers round the tomb ! 
What memories of buried love — 

What earnest tones forever fled — 
What yearnings for the world above — 

What lonely vigils with the dead ! 

Our dead ! Can such a voice arise 

In rebel-grief upon the air ? 
The hosts that fill th' eternal skies, 

What can they know of wo or care ? 
Our dead ! ! who shall say " our dead ?"- 

Released from this dark charnel-shore, 
Hath not th' immortal spirit fled 

To live, when time shall be no more ? 
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Nil aliud, mihi crede, cor est, nisi marcida gaza : 

Est tanquam falsis ara sacrata Deis ; 
Cui, quamvis sacra sit, non parcit tangere tempus, 

Cumque gravi nimbo vecta ruina venit. 
Fluctibus in mediis temere est quasi fixa columna, 

Omnis quam vastis transilit unda minis : 
Illic votorum sculpuntur nomina frustra : 

Templum quis strueret, mors ubi avara latet ? 

Ssepe fit erucis rosa praeda voracibus atra : 

Fragrantis violse pallida forma cadit ; 
Quam varios ducit suavesque Aurora colores ! 

Foedas quam tenebras mors odiosa gerit ! 
Morte quis abreptos saev& non plorat amores ? 

Et tot amicorum perdita verba dolet ? 
Discimus hinc coeli bona suspirare beati ; 

Hinc vigilare juvat, cara ubi forma sita est. 

Ast ita cur querimur ? Cur vox funesta supernas 

In sedes misero missa dolore volat ? 
Nam quae turba frequens ccelestes transiit oras, 

Horum animos unquam cura dolorve premit ? 
Hanc quoque cur nostram volumus? Vox impia desit ! 

Mens procul ad proprias viva volavit opes : 
Ex hominum properat communi laeta sepulcro ; 

Nee, quum desierint tempora, morte cadet ! 
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SONG BY BURNS. 

The day returns, my bosom burns, 
The blissful day we twa did meet ; 

Tho' winter wild in tempest toil'd, 
Ne'er summer-sun was half sae sweet. 

Than a! the pride that loads the tide, 

And crosses o'er the sultry line ; 
Than kingly robes, than crowns and globes, 

Heaven gave me more— it made thee mine ! 

While day and night can bring delight, 
Or nature aught of pleasure give ; 

While joys above my mind can move, 
For thee and thee alone I live ! 

When that grim foe of life below 
Comes in between to make us part : 

The iron hand that breaks our band, 

It breaks my bliss — it breaks my heart ! — 
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SONG BY BURNS. 

TRANSLATED INTO LATIN ALCAICS. 

Nunc primi amoris corda redux mea 
! ter beatis deliciis dies 

Incendit, atrox tunc procellis, 
Vere tamen potior sereno. 

Pnestare possunt quid melius mihi 
Naves onustae mercibus Indicis ? 

Quid purpura, aut regum coronae ? 
Te propriam mihi Di dederunt ! 

Dum lucis almae et noctis emit vices, 
Leposque vitae permanet integer ; 
Dum spe boni coelestis ardet 

Intima mens, — Tibi, amata, vivo ! 

Quum nostri amoris ferrea copulam 
Lenita nuM mors prece distrahet, 
Tunc cuncta vanescet voluptas, 
Corque meum lacerum interibit ! 
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" IF I WERE A VOICE/' 

COPIED FROM A NEWSPAPER. 

If I were a voice, a persuasive voice, 

That could travel the wide world through, 

I would fly on the beams of the morning light, 

And speak to men with a gentle might, 
And tell them to be true ! 

I would fly, I would fly o'er land and sea, 

Wherever a human heart might be, 

Telling a tale or singing a song, 

In praise of the right, in blame of the wrong. 

If I were a voice, a consoling voice, 

I'd fly cm the wings of air, 
The homes of sorrow and guilt I'd seek, 
And calm and truthful words I'd speak, 

To save them from despair : 
I would fly, I would fly o'er the crowded town, 
And drop, like the happy sunlight, down 
Into the hearts of suffering men, 
And teach them to look up again ! 

If I were a voice, a convincing voice, 

I'd travel with the wind, 
And whenever I saw the nation torn 
By warfare, jealousy, spite, or scorn, 

Or hatred of their kind — 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



45 



" IF I WERE A VOICE." 

TRANSLATED INTO LATIN SAPPHICS. 

Sint mihi vires utinam potentis 
Vocis, ut cursu celeri per orbem 
Pervolem solis jubeamque cunctos 
Quaerere verum ! 

Per mare et terras, ubicunque genti 
lncidam humanae, juvet ire, facta 
Rite laudantem bona, lingua et acri 
Prava vetantem. 

Turn cito pernix velut aura cursu 
Deferar tristes ubi sint malique, 
Dulce lenimen memorans laborum 
Spesque futuras. 

Qu& coarctatum scelus atque egestas 
Delitent, solis jubar ut beatum, 
Decidens lapsos iterum docebo 
Suspicere astra. 

Anna quum cives videam moventes 
Impios, linguaeve malis citatos 
Invidae vectosque odium in omentum, 
Nitar in altos 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



46 



I would fly, I would fly on the thunder-crash, 
And into their blinded bosoms flash ; 
And, all their evil thoughts subdued, 
I'd teach them Christian brotherhood ! 

If I were a voice, a pervading voice, 

I'd seek the kings of earth ; 
I'd find them alone on their beds at night, 
And whisper words that should guide them right- 
Lessons of priceless worth. 
I would fly more swift than the swiftest bird, 
And tell them things they never heard — 
Truths which the ages for aye repeat — 
Unknown to the courtiers at their feet. 

If I were a voice, an immortal voice, 

I'd speak in the people's ear, 
And whenever they shouted " Liberty ! " 
Without deserving to be free, 

I'd make their error clear. 
I would fly, I would fly on the wings of day, 
Rebuking wrong on my world-wide way, 
And making all the earth rejoice, 
If I were a voice, an immortal voice ! 
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Nubium tractus tonitruque diro 
Desuper caeci cohibens furores 
Pectoris cogam in sacra Christiani 
Vincula amoris ! 

Noctis amplexos vacuse quietem 
Lenibus reges adiens susurris, 
Regulas vitee doceam probas, et 
Aurea verba. 

Ocyor pennfi, rapids volucris, 
Ante non audita feram per auras, 
Regius quae non comitatus audit, 
Semper at setas 

Dicit. — si vox mihi sit perennis, 
Liberam indignis populo petenti 4 
Vocibus vitam, sua verba falsa 
Omnia nudem ! 

Omnis errores populi improbosque 
Detegam mores, ubicunque lata 
Tenditur tellus, resecans scelesta, et 
Gaudia firmans ! 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



48 
PASSAGE FROM TOUNG, 

BOOK II. 

Thou ! whose balance does the mountains weigh, 
Whose will the wild tumultuous seas obey, 
Whose breath can turn those watery worlds to flame, 
That flame to tempest, and that tempest tame ; 
Earth's meanest son, all trembling, prostrate falls, 
And on the boundless of thy goodness calls. 

Ah ! give the winds all past offence to sweep, 
To scatter wide, or bury in the deep : 
Thy power, my weakness, may I ever see, 
And wholly dedicate my soul to thee ! 
Reign o'er my will ; my passions ebb and flow 
At thy command, nor human motive know ! 
If anger boil, let anger be my praise, 
And sin the graceful iudignation raise. 
My love be warm to succour the distress'd, 
And lift the burden from the soul oppress'd. 
Oh may my understanding ever read 
This glorious volume, which thy wisdom made ! 
Who decks the maiden Spring with flow'ry pride ? 
Who calls forth summer like a sparkling bride ? 
Who joys the mother Autumn's bed to crown ? 
And bids old Winter lay her honours down ? 
Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 
Not Europe's arbitress of peace and war. 

May sea and land, and earth and heaven be join'd, 
To bring the eternal Author to my mind ! 
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PASSAGE FROM YOUNG, Book II. 

TRANSLATED INTO LATIN HEXAMETERS. 

Tu montanae cert& qui pondera molis 
Definis trutin&> forti pelagique furentes 
Arbitrio compescis aquas, fluctusque voracem 
In flammam versos, tempestatumque sonoras 
Indutos vires faoili ditione gubernas ; 
Me miserum, quo non pejorem continet orbis, 
Me prostratum audi, totis membrisque trementem, 
Immensoque tuae bonitatis munere fretum ! 
trade annorum ventis delicta priorum 
Omnia, quae late spargant, undisve proftindis 
-Sternum mersent ; da mihi, Te nisi magnum, 
Meque videre nihil, cultuque addicere totam 
Mentem animumque tuo : fbenis mihi finge vagantem 
Usque voluntatem strictis ; nutumque verenti 
Unius fervere tuum moresque peroso 
Humanos mihi sit, placidamque resumere pacem. 
justae positis sine cedam questibus irae, 
Et sibi condignos sumant peccata rubores ! 
Hoc erat in votis, opibus cur&que benign^ 
Solari miseros, quasque infortunia cogant, 
Solvere saevitias ; digitisque volumina sacris 
Scripta tuis cupio purfi, comprendere mente. 
Virgineo texit quis veri florea serta ? 
Quis lepidas nuptae veneres aestatis amori 
Fundit, et autumno maternos apparat auctus ? 
Aut hyemem posito marcescere jussit honore ? 
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When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
May thoughts of thy dread vengeance shake my soul ! 
When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly shine, 
Adore, my heart, the Majesty divine ! 

Through ev'ry scene of life, or peace or war, 
Plenty or want, thy glory be my care ! 
Shine we in arms? or sing beneath our vine? 
Thine is the vintage, and the conquest thine : 
Thy pleasure points the shaft, and bends the bow, 
The cluster blasts, or bids it brightly glow ; 
'Tis thou that lead'st our powerful armies forth, 
And giVst great Anne thy sceptre o'er the North. 

Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, 
Open with prayer the consecrated day ; 
Tune thy great praise, and bid my soul arise, 
• And, with the morning sun, ascend the skies ; 
As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
And glow with ardour of consummate love ; 
Nor cease at eve, but with the setting sun 
My endless worship shall be still begun. 
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Non ferus hoc potuit Turcus, Eussive tyrannus 
Amplior imperii, nee quae nunc anna volenti 
Arbitrio pacemve Europae destinat almam. 

At, ne dira meam capiant oblivia mentem 
Numinis aeterni, cum terr& fcedera pontus 
Aspera conjungens, superb simul aethere tellus, 
Undarumve minis motarum, altove fragore 
Fulminis, incutiat mihi dextrae vindicis atf os 
Terrores ! Equidem, iionec terrasque virentes 
Sidereique chori decus aspectare licebit, 
Divinum instituam mea Numen corda vereri. 

Semper et accingar, pacem sive horrida bella, 
Annonamve dabis tenuem messesve secundas, 
Splendores celebrare tuos. Tu, maxime, solus, 
Quern penes arbitrium est arcfts celerisque sagittae, 
Gaudia victorum das nobis : Tuque sub umbr& 
Pampine& (languescit enim te pulsa jubente 
Vinea purpureisve viget decorata racemis) 
Efficis, ut festo fallamus tempora cantu. 
Te solo anna decus retulernnt auspice nostra, 
Imperiumque potens arctorum sustinet Anna. 

Ac mihi, sole recens orto laetoque profundum 
Scandere in aetherium, simul ortam surgere mentem 
Instrue, ut Aurorae Sanctis nova lumina semper 
Inducam precibus, te dicens laude canorft, 
Cum sole usque mei crescant crescente labores, 
Dum tandem in purum toti vertantur amorem ; 
Neve tamen sera hunc tarn sacrum vespera cultum 
Comprimat, immensum quin progrediatur in orbenu 
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THE WATER LILY. 

Bukden'd with a cureless sorrow, 

Came I to the river deep, 
Weary, hopeless of the morrow, 

Seeking but a place to weep ; 
Sparkling onwards, full of gladness, 

Each sun-crested wavelet flew, 
Mocking my deep-hearted sadness, 

Till I sicken'd at the view. 
Then I left the sunshine .golden 

For the gloomy willow-shade, 
Desolate and unbeholden, 

There my fainting limbs I laid. 
And I saw a Water-lily 

Resting on its trembling bed, 
On the drifting waters chilly, 

With its petals white outspread. 
Pillowed there it lay securely, 

Moving with the moving wave, 
Up to heaven gazing purely 

From the river's gloomy grave. 
As I look'd, a burst of glory 

Fell upon the snowy flower, 
And the lesson'd allegory 

Leam'd I in that blessed hour : — 
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E LILIO FLUVIABILI PATIENTIA DISCITUR. 

Mcestitia fluvium petii dejectus acerb&, 

Spe quaerens flettis deficiente locum ; 
Aspexi latices pleno ftdgore fluentes.: 

Solis ridebant luce micantis aquae. 
At misero laetae mihi sunt illudere visae, 

Dum meatem abstulerunt taedia amara meam.* 
Permuto salicum vitato sole latebras 

Et solus jaceo membra profusus humi; 
Hie per aquae gelidam dispansis floribus undam 

Quaesierant tremulos Lilia cana toros. 
Ilia sopor, moto quanquam mota ipsa fluento, 

Obtinet irruptus : nee metus ullus adest : 
Eiparum quasi funestfi, caligine cinctus 

Vertitur ad coeli lumina quisque calix. 
En ! subito flores coelesti luce refulgent, 

Et gravia ediderunt turn documenta mihi. 
Per fluctus, dbd, vitae gelidasque procellas 

Sic divina animum pervehit usque Fides : 
Haec, quamvis tumeant horrendis aestibus undae 

Et tenebrae constent undique, recta manet : 
Muctibus acta ratis tamen haud immergitur uriquam ; 

Exoriturque animus purior inde salo. 



* Cf. Virg. Eel.,—" ut me malus abatulit error." 
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Thus does Faith divine, indwelling, 

Bear the soul o'er life's cold stream, 
Though the gloomy billows swelling, 

Evermore still darker seem. 
Yet the treasure never sinketh, 

Though the waves around it roll, 
And the moisture that it drinketh, 

Nurtures, purifies the soul. 
Thus, aye looking up to Heaven, 

Should the white and calm soul be, 
Gladden in the sunshine given? 

Nor from the clouds shrink fearfully. 
So I turn'd, my weak heart strengthened, 

Patiently to bear my woe ; 
Fraying, as the sorrow lengthened, 

My endurance too might grow. 
And my earnest heart beseeching, 

Charm'd away the sense of pain ; 
So the Lily's silent teaching 

Was not given to me in vain. 
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Lilia sic placidas imitari Candida mentes 

Et cceli cum spe surgere ad astra decet : 
Sic laet® coelo debent gaudere sereno : 

Nee timido saevum corde pavere mare ; 
Hinc mihi ceperunt firmum pnecordia robur, 

Et patiens didici ferre doloris onus ; 
Oravique Deum tandem ut patientia questu 

Auctus deposito ferret adaucta mali. 
Ecce ! preces sensum mihi surripuere doloris, 

Exemplum tacitus flos nee inane dedit. 
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CHORUS IN THE ANTIGONE OF 80PHOCLES, 

LINE 100 TO 153. 
TURNED INTO LATIN ALCAICS. * 

semper alm& luce micans jubar, 
Quam, quam beato lumine tunc diem 
Thebis adornasti vetustis, 

Quum, speculo radians aquoso 

Dirces, repulsum praecipiti fug& 
Vertisti ad arces Argolicas ducem, 
Qui nuper armis totus ardens 
Et clypeo aspiciendus albo 

Urbem insolentes ausit in hanc minas. 
Hac arte fretus filius (Edipi, 
Et jure conficto superbus, 

More aquilse super alta terrae 

A1& nivosft vectus in sethera 
Circum volavit, culmina turrium 
Telisque et horrendis catervis 
jEqua solo cito se (nefandum !) 



* Note. — In translating this Chorus, I have adopted throughout 
the commonly received views of readings and translations, in oppo- 
sition to my own, which coincide, in the main, with those given by 
Dr. Donaldson in his edition of the Antigone. 
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Stridens daturum. Sanguinis ah ! siti 
Cognati adactus, lumine moenium 
Perlegit infixo coronam, 

Perniciem meditans et ignes. 

Sic dira circum Mars strepuit, modos 
Pugnae draconi terribiles parans 
Thebano : at ex altis Deorum 
Sedibus inspiciens loqiielas 

Linguae superfras Jupiter impiae 
Irrisit, amnemque agminis aureum 
Exosus Argivi, furoris 

Spicula fulminei proftidit. 

Jam transeuntem culmina moenium 

Excelsa et insano impete fervidum, 

Vocesque victrices cientem 

Fulmen humum Capanea in altam 

Flamm& retorsit vindice, et irritos 
Intemperatae mentis in exitus 
Dejecit ardores. Tremendo, 
At vario cecidere Marte 

Omnes, superbis qui decori duces 
Argis ftierunt. Namque Jovi suas 
Septem viri nostro fiigaces 
Tradiderunt domiti catervas, 
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PortA locatus quisque suft, viri 
Commissus aequis viribus unius. 
Sed triste par, uno parente 
Progeniti, exitium nefandis 

Hastis tiilerunt alter in alteram, 
Ambosque in Orcum sors eadem rapit. 
Thebis at ! victricia arma 
Laetitiam retulere gratam : 

Ergo juvet nunc pellere bellicos 
Longe timores, atque hilari choro 
Delubra per noctes Deorum, 

Te duce, Bacche potens, adire. 
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As the circulation of this work will probably be confined to Teachers 
and advanced Scholars, it has been deemed advisable, in compliance 
with the suggestion of some literary friends, to insert the poetical 
passages selected for the " JSxercitationes Iambica?" together with the 
Author's Translations of them, as originally published in the Key to 
that work 
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THE LADY OF THE LAKE. 



CANTO VI. • 



The Sun, awakening, through the smoky air 
Of the dark city casts a sullen glance, 

Rousing each caitiff to his task of care, 
Of sinful man the sad inheritance : 
Summoning revellers from the lagging dance, 

Scaring the prowling robber to his den ; 
Gilding on battled tower the warder's lance, 

And warning student pale to leave his pen, 

And yield his drowsy eyes to the kind nurse of men. 

What various scenes, and, ! what scenes of woe, 
Are witnessed by that red and struggling beam ! 

The fevered patient, from his pallet low, 

Through crowded hospital beholds its stream : 
The ruined maiden trembles at its gleam, 

The debtor wakes to thought of gyve and gaol, 
The lovelorn wretch starts .from tormenting dream ; 

The wakeful mother, by the glimmering pale, 

Trims her sick infant's couch, and soothes his feeble 
wail. 



This passage corresponds to the 1st and 2d Exercises. 
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LAY OF THE LAST MIN&TREL, 

CANTO VI., STANZA 29.» 

With naked feet and sackcloth vest, 
And arms enfolded on his breast, 

Did every pilgrim go; 
The standers-by might hear uneath 
Footstep, or voice, or high-drawn breath 

Through all their lengthened row ; 
No lordly look nor martial stride, 
Gone was their glory, sunk their pride, 

Forgotten their renown : 
Silent and slow, like ghosts they glide 
To the high altar's hallowed side, 

And there they knelt them down : 
Above the suppliant chieftains wave 
The banners of departed brave ; 
Beneath the lettered stones were laid 
The ashes of their fathers dead ; 
From many a garnished niche around, 
Stern saints and tortured martyrs frowned. 

And slow up the dim aisle afar, 
With sable cowl and scapular, 
And snow-white stoles, in order due, 
The holy fathers, two and two, 

In long procession came ; 
Taper and host, and book they bare, 
And holy banner flourished fair 

With the Redeemer's name. 



Comprising the 3d, 4th, and 5th Exercises. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



63 



Above the prostrate pilgrim band 
The mitred Abbot stretched his hand, 

And blessed them as they kneeled : 
With holy cross he signed them all, 
And prayed they might be sage in hall, 

And fortunate in field. 
Then mass was sung, and prayers were said, 
And solemn requiem for the dead ; 
And bells tolled out their mighty peal 
For the departed spirit's weal ; 
And ever in the office close 
The hymn of intercession rose : 
And far the echoing aisles prolong 
The awful burden of the song : — 
" Dies irae, dies ilia, 
Solvet seclum in faviM ;" 
While the pealing organ rung : 

Were it meet with sacred strain 

To close my lay, so light and vain, 
Thus the holy Fathers sung : — 

ffigrait Cor tje ffleafr. 

" That day of wrath, that dreadful day, 
When heaven and earth shall pass away ! 
What power shall be the sinner's stay ? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day ? 

" When, shrivelling like a parched scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll : 
When louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakes the dead ! 
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" ! on that day, that wrathful day, 
When man to judgment wakes from day, 
Be thou the trembling sinner's stay, 
Though Heaven and Earth shall pass away ! " 



THE SLAVE'S DREAM/ 
By LONGFELLOW. 

Beside the ungathered rice he lay, 

His sickle in his hand ; 
His breast was bare, his matted hair 

Was buried in the sand : 
Again, in the mist and shadow of sleep, 

He saw his native land. 

Wide through the landscape of his dreams, 

The lordly Niger flowed ; 
Beneath the palm-trees on the plain, 

Once more a king he strode — 
And heard the tinkling caravans 

Descend the mountain road. 

He saw, once more, his dark-eyed queen 

Among her children stand ; 
They clasped his neck, they kissed his cheeks, 

They held him by the hand ! 
A tear burst from the sleeper's lids, 

And fell into the sand. 



* Comprising the 6th, 7th, and 8th Exercises. 
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And then at furious speed he rode 

Along the river's bank ; 
His bridle-reins were golden chains ; 

And, with a martial clank, 
At each leap he could feel his scabbard of steel 

Smiting his courser's flank. 

Before him, like a blood-red flag, 

The bright flamingoes flew ; 
From morn to night he followed their flight 

O'er plains where the tamarind grew, 
Till he saw the roofs of Caflre huts, 

And the ocean rose to view. 

At night he heard the lion roar, 

And the hyaena scream, 
And the river-horse, as he crush'd the reeds 

Beside some hidden stream ; 
And it pass'd, like some glorious roll of drums, 

Through the triumph of his dream ! 

The forests, with their myriad tongues, 

Shouted of liberty ; 
And the blast of the desert cried aloud 

With a voice so wild and free, 
That he started in his sleep, and smiled 

At their tempestuous glee. 

He did not feel the driver's whip, 

Nor the burning heat of day ; 
For death had illumined the land of sleep, 

And his lifeless body lay 
A worn-out fetter, that the soul 

Had broken and thrown away ! 
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ODE TO RUIN.* 

By BURNS. 

All hail ! inexorable Lord ! 

At whose destruction-breathing word, 

The mightiest empires fall ! 
Thy cruel, wo-delighted train, 
The ministers of grief and pain — 

A sullen welcome all ! 
With stern-resolved, despairing eye, 

I see each aimed dart ; 
For one has cut my dearest tie, 
And quivers in my heart. 

Then low'ring and pouring, 

The storm no more I dread, 

Tho' thick'ning and black'ning 

Sound my devoted head. 

And Thou, grim Power, by life abhorred, 
While life a pleasure can afford, 

! hear a wretch's prayer ; 
No more I shrink appalled, afraid,— 
I court, I beg, thy friendly aid, 

To close this scene of care ! 
When shall my soul in silent peace 

Resign life's joyless day ; 
My weary heart its throbbing cease, 

Cold, mould'ring in the clay? — 

* Comprising the 9th and 10th Exercises. 
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No fear more, no tear more, 
To stain my lifeless face ; 

Enclasped, and grasp&d 
Within thy cold embrace ? 



LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL, 

CANTO V.* 

Call it not vain ! They do not err, 

Who say, that, when the Poet dies, 
Mute Nature mourns her worshipper, 

And celebrates his obsequies ; 
Who say, tall cliff, and cavern lone 
For the departed Bard make moan ; 
That mountains weep in crystal rill ; 
That flowers in tears of balm distil ; 
Through his loved groves that breezes sigh, 
And oaks in deeper groan reply. 
And rivers teach their rushing wave 
To murmur dirges round his grave. 
Not that, in sooth, o'er mortal urn 
Those things inanimate can mourn : 
But that the stream, the wood, the gale, 
Is vocal with the plaintive wail 
Of those, who, else forgotten long, 
Lived in the Poet's faithful song, 



* Comprising the 11th, 12th, and 13 th Exercises. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



68 



And with the Poet's parting breath, 
Whose memory feels a second death. 
The maid's pale shade, who wails her lot, 
That love, true love, should be forgot, 
From rose and hawthorn shakes the tear 
Upon the gentle minstrel's bier. 
The phantom-knight, his glory fled, 
Mourns o'er the field he heaped with dead ; 
Mounts the wild blast that sweeps amain, 
And shrieks along the battle-plain ! 
The chief, whose antique crownlet long 
Still sparkled in the feudal song, 
Now, from the mountain's misty throne, 
Sees, in the thatiedom once his own, 
His ashes undistinguished lie, 
His place, his power, his memory die. 
His groans the lonely caverns fill, 
His tears of rage impel the rill : — 
All mourn the minstrel's harp unstrung, 
Their name unknown, their praise unsung. 
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"WE MOURN."* 
By MRS. SIGOURNEY. 

We mourn for those who toil : 

The slave who ploughs the main, 
Or him who hopeless tills the soil, 

Beneath the stripe and chain : 
For those whom, in the world's hard race, 

Overwearied and unblest, 
A host of restless phantoms chase : — 

Why mourn for those who rest? 

We mourn for those who sin, 

Bound in the tempter's snare, 
Whom syren Pleasure beckons in 

To prisons of despair : 
Whose hearts, by whirlwind passions torn, 

Are wrecked on Folly's shore : — 
But why in sorrow should we mourn 

For those who sin no more ? 

We mourn for those who weep, 

Whom stern afflictions bend 
With anguish o'er the lowly sleep 

Of lover or of Mend : — 
But they to whom the sway 

Of pain and grief is o'er, 
Whose tears our God hath wiped away — 

! mourn for them no more ! 

* Comprising the 14th and 15th Exercise*. 
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DEATH.* 

By MRS. HEMANS. 

Leaves have their time to fall. 

And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 
And stars to set — but all, 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, Death ! 
Day is for mortal care, 

Eve for glad gatherings round the joyous hearth, 
Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of prayer — 

But all for thee, thou mightiest of the earth ! 
The banquet hath its hour, 

Its feverish hour of mirth, and song, and wine ; 
There comes a day for grief's o'erwhelming power, 

A time for softer tears — but all are thine ! 
Youth and the opening rose 

May look like things too glorious for decay, 
And smile at thee ; but thou art not of those 

That wait the ripened bloom to seize their prey. 
Leaves have their time to fall, 

And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 
And stars to set — but all, 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, Death ! 

We know when moons shall wane, 

When summer-birds from far shall cross the sea, 
When autumn's hue shall tinge the golden grain ; 

But who shall teach us when to look for thee ? 

* Comprising the 16th and 17th Exercises. 
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Is it when spring's first gale 

Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie ? 
Is it when roses in our path grow pale ? 

They have one season, all are ours to die ! 
Thou art where billows foam, 

Thou art where music melts upon the air, 
Thou art around us in our peaceful home, 

And the world calls us forth, and thou art there ! 
Thou art where friend meets Mend, 

Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest ; 
Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend 

The skies, and swords beat down the princely crest ! 
Leaves have their time to fall, 

And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 
And stars to set — but all, 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, Death ! 



Note,— The 18th, 19th, 20th, and 21st Exercises, are taken from 
Horace's Epistles, L 2. 



SCENE FROM RICHARD THE III.* 
SHAKSPERE. 

Glo'ster loquitur. 

I cannot tell, if to depart in silence, 
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof, 
Best fitteth my degree and your condition. 
For, not to answer, you might haply think 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 

• Comprising the 22d and 23d Exercises. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



72 



To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 

Which fondly you would here impose on me : — 

If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 

So seasoned with your faithful love to me — 

Then, on the other side, I checked my friends. 

Therefore, to speak and to avoid the first, 

And then in speaking not incur the last, 

Definitively thus I answer you : 

Your love deserves my thanks, but my desert 

Unmeritable shuns your high request. 

First, if all obstacles were cut away, 

And that my path lay even to the crown, 

As the ripe revenue and due of birth, 

Yet, so much is my poverty of spirit, 

So mighty and so many my defects, 

That I would rather hide me from my greatness, 

(Being a bark to brook no mighty sea), 

Than in my greatness covet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory smothered ! 

But, God be thanked, there is no need of me, 

And much I need to help you, were there need : 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 

Which, mellowed by the stealing hours of time, 

Will well become the seat of majesty, 

And make us, doubtless, happy by his reign. 

On him I lay what you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy stars, 

Which God defend that I should wring from him ! 
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THE AMERICAN FOREST-GIRL.* 

By MRS. HEMANS. 

Wildly and mournfully the Indian drum 

On the deep hush of moonlight forests broke — 
" Sing us a death-song, for thine hour is come !" 

So the red warriors to their captive spoke. 
Still, and amidst those dusky forms alone, 

A youth, a fair-haired youth of England, stood 
Like a king's son ; though from his cheek had flown 

The mantling crimson of the Island blood, 
And his pressed lips looked marble. Fiercely bright, 
And high around him, blazed the fires of night, 
Rocking beneath the cedars to and fro, 
As the wind passed, and with a fitful glow 
Lighting the victim's face : but who could tell 
Of what within his secret heart befell, 
Known but to Heaven that hour? Perchance a thought 
Of his far home, then so intensely wrought, 
That its ftdl image, pictured to his eye 
On the dark ground of mortal agony, 
Rose clear as day ! And he might see the band 
Of his young sisters, wandering hand in hand, 
Where the laburnum drooped ; or haply binding 
The jasmine up the door's low pillars winding ; 
Or, as day closed upon their gentle mirth, 
Gathering, with braided hair, around the hearth, 
Where sat their mother ; and that mother's face, 



* Comprising the 24th, 25th, 26th, and 27th Exercises. 

K 
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Its grave, sweet smile, yet wearing in the place 

Where so it ever smiled J Perchance the prayer 

Learned at her knee came back on his despair ; 

The blessing from her voice, the very tone 

Of her " Goodnight," might breathe from boyhood gone ! 

He started, and looked up. Thick cypress boughs, 

Full of strange sound, waved o'er him, darkly red, 
In the broad, stormy fire-light ; savage brows, 

With tall plumes crested and wild hues overspread, 
Girt him, like feverish phantoms ; and pale stars 
Looked through the branches as through dungeon bars, 
Shedding no hope. He knew, he felt his doom : 
" Oh ! what a tale to shadow with its gloom 
That happy hall in England ! — Idle fear ! 
Would the winds tell it ? Who might dream or hear 
The secret of the forests?" To the stake 

They bound him ; and that proud young soldier strove 
His father's spirit in his breast to wake, 

Trusting to die in silence ! He, the love 
Of many hearts! — the fondly-reared, the fair, 
Gladdening all eyes to see ! and fettered there 
He stood beside his death-pyre, and the brand 
Flamed up to light it in the chieftain's hand. 
He thought upon his God : — Hush ! hark ! a cry 
Breaks on the stern and dread solemnity ; — 
A step hath pierced the ring ! Who dares intrude 
On the dark hunters in their vengeful mood ? 
A girl — a young, slight girl — a fawn-like child 
Of green savannahs and the leafy wild, 
Springing, unmarked till then, as some lone flower, 
Happy because the sunshine is its dower ; 
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Yet one that knew how early tears are shed, 

For hers had mourned a playmate brother dead. 

She had sat gazing on the victim long, 

Until the pity of her soul grew strong ; 

And, by its passion's deepening fervour swayed, 

Even to the stake she rushed, and gently laid 

His bright head on her bosom, and around 

His form her slender arms, to shield it, wound 

Like close liannes ; then raised her glittering eye 

And clear-toned voice, that said — " He shall not die !" 

" He shall not die !" The gloomy forest thrilled 

To that sweet sound. A sudden wonder fell 
On the fierce throng ; and heart and hand were stilled, 

Struck down as by the whisper of a spell. 
They gazed ; their dark souls bowed before the maid, 
Her of the dancing step in wood and glade ! 
And, as her cheek flushed through its olive hue, 
As her black tresses to the night-wind flew, 
Something overmastered them from that young mien — 
Something of Heaven, in silence felt and seen ; 
And seeming to their child-like faith a token 
That the Great Spirit by her voice had spoken. 
They loosed the bonds that held the captive's breath, 
From his pale lips they took the cup of death ; 
They quenched the brand beneath the cypress tree — 
" Away ! " they cried, " young stranger! — thou art free ! " 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



76 



THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL, 

CANTO Vt., STANZAS 1 & 2.* 

Breathes there the man, with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said, 

This is my own, my native land ? 
Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned, 
As home his footsteps he hath turned. 

From wand'ring on a foreign strand? 
If such there breathe, go ! mark him well ! 
For him no Minstrel raptures swell : 
High though his titles, proud his name, 
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim : 
Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 
The wretch, concentred all in self, 
Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 
And, doubly dying, shall go down, 
To the vile dust, from whence he sprung, 
Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung ! 

Caledonia ! stern and wild, 

Meet nurse for a poetic child ! 

Land of brown heath and shaggy wood, 

Land of the mountain and the flood — 

Land of my Sires ! what mortal hand 

Can e'er untie the filial band, 

That knits me to thy rugged strand ? 

* Comprising the 28th and 29th Exercises. 
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Still, as I view each well-known scene, 

Think what is now, and what hath been, 

Seems as, to me, of all bereft, 

Sole friends thy woods and streams were left ; 

And thus I love them better still, 

Even in extremity of ill. 



AUTUMN/ 
By LONGFELLOW. 



With what a glory comes and goes the year ! 
The birds of Spring, the beautiful harbingers 
Of sunny skies and cloudless times, enjoy 
Life's newness, and earth's garniture spread out ; 
And when the silver habit of the clouds 
Comes down upon the Autumn's sun, and with 
A sober gladness the old year takes up 
His bright inheritance of golden fruits, 
A pomp and pageant fill the splendid scene. 
There is a beautiful spirit breathing now 
Its mellow richness on the clustered trees ; 
And, from a beaker full of richest dyes, 
Pouring new glory on the Autumn woods, 
And dipping in warm light the pillared clouds. — 
Morn on the mountain, like a summer-bird, 
Lifts up her purple wing ; and, in the vales, 

* This is the 30th Exercise. 
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The gentle wind, a sweet and passionate wooer, 
Kisses the blushing leaf, and stirs up life 
Within the solemn woods of ash deep-crimsoned, 
And silver beech, and maple yellow-leaved, 
Where Autumn, like a faint old man, sits down 
By the wayside a-weary. Through the trees 
The golden robin moves. The purple finch, 
That on wild cherry and red cedar feeds, 
A winter bird, comes with its plaintive whistle, 
And pecks by the witch-hazel ; whilst, aloud, 
From cottage roofs the warbling blue bird sings ; 
And merrily, with oft-repeated stroke, 
Sounds from the thrashing-floor the busy flail. 

! what a glory doth this world put on 
For him, who with a fervent heart goes forth 
Under the bright and glorious sky, and looks 
On duties well performed, and days well spent ! 
For him the wind — ay, and the yellow leaves — 
Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings ; 
He shall so hear the solemn hymn, that Death 
Has lifted up for all, and he shall go 
To his long resting-place without a tear. 
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KING JOHN, Act III. Scene 4/ 

SHAKSPERB. 

Pandulphus. Lady, you utter madness and not sorrow. 

Constantia. Thou art not holy, to belie me so. 

I am not mad : This hair I tear is mine ; 

My name is Constance — I was Geoffrey's wife — 

Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost. 

I am not mad ; I would to heaven I were ! 

For then 'tis like I should forget myself — 

! if I could, what grief should I forget ! — 

Preach some philosophy to make me mad, 

And thou shalt be canonized, Cardinal : 

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief, 

My reasonable part produces reason 

How I may be delivered of these woes, 

And teaches me to kill or hang myself. 

If I were mad, I should forget my son ; 

Or, madly think a babe of clouts were he ! 

I am not mad — too well, too well I feel, 

The different plagues of each calamity. 
* * # # 

King Philip. Bind up your hairs. 

Const Yes, that I will ; — and wherefore will I do it? 
I tore them from their bonds, and cried aloud, 
" ! that these hands could so redeem my son, 
As they have given these hairs their liberty !" 
But now I envy at their liberty, 
And will again commit them to their bonds, 



Comprising the 31st, 32d, and 33d Exercises. 
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Because my poor child is a prisoner. 

And, father Cardinal, I have heard you say, 

That we shall see and know our friends in heaven : 

If that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 

For, since the birth of Cain, the first male-child, 

To him that did but yesterday suspire, 

There was not such a gracious creature born. 

But now will canker-sorrow eat this bud, 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 

And he will look as hollow as a ghost, 

As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; — 

And so hell die ; and, rising so again, 

When I shall meet him in the court of Heaven, 

I shall not know him ; therefore, never, never, 

Must I behold my pretty Arthur more ! 

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 

Const He talks to me that never had a son. 

King Philip. You are as fond of grief as of your child. 

Const. Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form : 
Then have I reason to be fond of grief. 
Fare-you-well ! — Had you such a loss as I, 
I could give you better comfort than you do. 
I will not keep this form upon my head, 

(tearing off head-dress) 
When there is such disorder in my wit. 
Lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world, 
My widow-comfort, and my sorrow's cure ! 
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FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS.* 
By LONGFELLOW. 

When the hours of Day are numbered, 

And the voices of the Night 
Wake the better soul that slumbered, 

To a holy, calm delight : 

Ere the evening lamps are lighted, 
And, like phantoms grim and tall, 

Shadows from the fitftd fire-light 
Dance upon the parlour-wall : 

Then the forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door ; 
The beloved, the true-hearted, 

Come to visit me once more : 

He, the young and strong, who cherished 
Noble longings for the strife, 

By the road-side fell and perish'd, 
Weary with the march of life ! 

They, the holy ones and weakly, 
Who the cross of suffering bore, 

Folded their pale hands so meekly, 
Spake with us on earth no more ! 

* Comprising the 34 th and 85th Exercises. 
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And with them, the being beauteous, 
Who unto my youth was given, 

More than all things else to love me, 
And is now a saint in heaven. 

With a slow and noiseless footstep 
Comes that messenger divine, 

Takes the vacant chair beside me, 
Lays her gentle hand in mine. 

And she sits and gazes at me 
With those deep and tender eyes, 

Like the stars, so still and saint-like, 
Looking downwards from the skies. 

Uttered not, yet comprehended, 
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer ; 

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended, 
Breathing from her lips of air. 

! though oft depressed and lonely, 
All my fears are laid aside, 

If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died ! 
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TROILUS AND CRESSIDA, Act I. Sc. 3/ 

SHAKSPERE. 

Agamemnon Princes, 

What grief has set this jaundice on your cheeks ? 

The ample proposition, that hope makes 

In all designs begun on earth below, 

Fails in the promised largeness ; checks and disasters 

Grow in the veins of action's highest-reared ; 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 

Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain, 

Tortive and errant, from his course of growth. 

Nor, Princes, is it matter new to us, 

That we come short of our suppose so far, 

That, after seven years' siege, yet Troy walls stand ; 

Sith every action that hath gone before, 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 

Bias and thwart, not answering the aim, 

And that unbodied figure of the thought 

That gave't surmised shape. Why, then, you Princes, 

Do you with cheeks abashed behold our works, 

And think them shames, which are, indeed, nought else 

But the protractive trials of great Jove, 

To find persistive constancy in men ? 

The fineness of which metal is not found 

In fortune's love : for then, the bold and coward, 

The wise and fool, the artist and unread, 

The hard and soft, seem all affined and kin : 

But, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 

* Comprising the 36th and 37th Exercises. 
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Distinction, with a broad and powerftd fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 
AnH what hath mass or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue and unmingled. 

Nestor. With due observance of thy godlike seat, 
Great Agememnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
lies the true proof of men ; the sea being smooth, 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk ! 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon ! behold 
The strong-ribbed bark through liquid mountains cut, 
Bounding between the two moist elements, 
Like Perseus' horse : Where 's then the saucy boat, 
Whose weak untimbered sides but even now 
Co-rivalled greatness? Either to harbour fled, 
Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour's show and valour's worth divide 
In storms of fortune : for in her ray and brightness 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize 
Than by the tiger ; but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks, and flies 
Get under shade, why then the thing of courage, 
As roused with rage, with rage doth sympathize, 
And, with an accent tuned in self-same key, 
Returns to chiding fortune. 



PRINTED BT ROBKBT HARDIE AND CO. FREDERICK STREET 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



Digitized by LjOOQlC 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



